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NOTES OF A WEEK’S HOLIDAY. 

Most of its tell old stories in otir families, The 
wife and children laugh for the hundredth tiiiie at 
the joke. The old servants (though old Bervants 
are lower every day) nod and smile a recognition 
at Iho well-known anecdote. “Don’t tell that story 
of Grouse in the gun-room,” says Diggory to Mr. 
Jlardcastle in the j)lay, “or I must laugh.” As tvo 
Iwacldlo, and grow old and forgetful, we may toll 
an old story; or, out of more henevoleuee, and a 
wish to amuse a friend when conversation is (lagging, ' 
disinter a. loo Miller now and then; hut the practice 
is not (juite honest, and entails a certain nccoasity 
of liypoerisy on siory hearers and. tetlers. It is a 
sad thing, to think that a man with what you call 
a fund of anecdote is a liumhng, more or leas amiable 


and pleasant. ’Wiat right have I to tell my “Gi'unse 
in the gim-room” over and over in the presence of 
iny wife, mother, mother-in-law, sons, dangliters, old 
footman or parlonr-maid, confidential clerk, curafo, 
or what not? I smirk and go through the history, 
giving my admirable imitatioii.s of tlie characters 
introduced: I mimic Jones’s grin, Hobbs’s sipdut, 
Brown’s stammer, Grady’s brogue, Bandy’s Scotch 
accent, to the best of my poAver: and the family 
part of my audience laughs good-humomedly. l.’er- 
baps the strmiger, for AA'hose amusement the per- 
formance is given, is amused by it, and langdia too. 
But tbi.s practice continued is not moral. This self- 
indulgence on your part, my dear Paterfamilias, is 
Aveak, vain — not to say culpable. I can imagine 
many a Avorthy man, who begins unguardedly to 
read this page, and comes to the sentence, 

lying back in bis chair, tbiakiiig of that story Avhicli 
be has told innocently for fifty years, and rather 
piteously owning to himself, “Well, Avell, it w Avrong; 
I. have no right to call on my poor wife to laugh, 
my daughters to affect to he amused, by that (dd, 
old jest of mine, And tlioy would have gone on 
laughing, and they would have pretended to Im 
amused, to their dying day, if this man had not 
flung his damper over our hilarity.” . . . I lay dfiwn 
the pen, and tliink, “Are there any old stories Avhicli 



J sUll toll mysolf in the bosom of my foinily? Hav e 
i njiy ‘(.hmise in my gmi-rooin?’” If there arc 
siieli, it is because my memory fails; not Ticoa.uso '[ 
nnut ap[)lanse, and •w-antonly rejieiit my'self. You 
SCO, won with the so-called fund of aniicdote will 
not rejR'iit the same story to the same individual; 
but they do think that, on a new party, the repeti- 
liim of a joke over so old may he houourahly' tried. 
1 meet uicu walkiag’ the London street, hcariug the 
best repnbition, men of anecdotal powers:—-! know 
such, who very likely will read this, and say, “Hang 
the fellow, he means And so I do. No — no 

man ought to tell an anecdote more than thrice, let 
u.s say, iiiileas he is sure he is speaking only to 
give pleasure to his hearers — unless ho feels that it 
is not a mere desire for praise ■which, viuikes him 
open his jaw's. . . , 

And is it not ■with ■uniters as with racmteitn? 
Ought they not to have their ingenuous modesty? 
May authors tell old stories, and ho'w many times 
over? When ! come to look at a place which I 
liave vihilcd any time thase t^wenty or thuiy years, 
1 recall not the place merely, hrrt the sensations t 
had at first seeing it, and which are rpiite different 
to my feelings to-day. That first day ;it Calais; the 
voices of the ■women crying out at niglit, as the 
vessel eatne alongside (ho pier; the sujipor at Qtiil- 


laeq’s and the flavour of the uutlcts and, wluo; the 
red-calico canopy under ivldch I slept; the tiled lloov, 
and the fresh smell of the sheets; tlie woiulerful 
postilion in his jack-hoots and pigtail;-— all return 
ndth perfect clearness to my mind, and I am seeing 
them, and not the objects which are actually under 
my eyes. Here is Calais. Voiuhn- is tlial ciminii*.- 
sioner I have known this score of years. Here are 
the women screaming and hustling over the lnigga,ge; 
the people at the passport-harrier vho iak(! your 
papers. My good people, .1 hardly see you. You 
no more intere.st me than a doiicn oraiigc-womon in 
Cr>V6nt, Garden, or a slioi) book-keeper in Oxfoi'd 
Street. Hut you make .me tliink of a time when you 
were indeed wonderfid to behold—- when the little 
jPrenoh soldiers worej white cockado.s in their .shakos 
— when the diligence was forty hours going to L’aris; 
and the great-hooted postilion, as siun'cymd by youth- 
ful eyes from the cowini, with hisywAans, his ends of 
rope for tlie harness, and his clubhod pigtail, was « 
wonderful being, and productive of oiidloss amu.se 
ment. You young folks don’t romemhtrr tlie a])|do- 
girls who used to follow the diligence up the hill 
beyond Jloulogno, and the delight.s of the jolly ro:i,dV 
In making continental journeys with young I’olks, 
an okistcr may he very ejuiet, and, to outward aji- 
pcarance, melancholy; hut really he has gone buck 


to the days of Ms youth, and Ite is seveiitoien or 
eigliteen years of age (as the ease may be), and is 
amusing liiinself with all Ms might. He is noting 
the horses as they come squealing out of the post- 
house yard at midnight-, he is enjoying the delieious 
meals at Ileauvais and Amiens, and quaffing ail 
libitum tlie riel) tablc-d’hote wine; he is hail-fellow 
with the conductor, and alive to all tlie incidents of 
the road. A man can he alive in IBtiO iiiul J8:!0 
at the same time, don't yon see? Bodily, I may be 
in .1860, inert, silent, torpid; but in the spirit I am 
walking about in 1828, let us say;- — in a blue dress- 
coat and brass buttons, a sweet figured silk waistcoat 
(which 1 button round a slim waist with perfect 
ease), looking at beautiful beings w'lth gigot sleeves 
and tea-tray hats under the golden chc.stnuts of the 
Tiiilerics, or round the Place Venddinc, where the 
dritpeau Mam is Heating from the statuelcss column. 
Shall Ave go and dine at “Bombarda’s,” near the 
“Hotel Brelouil,” or at the “Cafd Virginic?” — 
Aw'ay! “.Bombarda’s’’ and the “Hotel Bretonil’’ 
have been pulled doAvii ever so long. They knocked 
down the poor old Virginia Goffee-bouso la.st year. 
My spirit goes and dines there. My body, perhaps, 
is seated Avitli ever so many people in a r.aihvay- 
carriage, and no wonder my eoiu[iaiiiG]i.s find me 
dull and silent. .Have you re.'id Mr. .Dale Oiveu’.s 


“Footfalls on tlie Botmdary of Anollior World 
(Ufy dear sir, it will make yotiv liair al/ind qiiife re 
fresliingly on end.) lu tliai work you nil! r<'a(l tliul, 
wLon geutlenicii’s or ladies’ sjilrits l.rfivel oil' a low 
score or thousand miles to visit a friend, (heir IniilliM 
lie quiet and in a torpid state in their beds or in 
their arm-cliairs at home. So in this way, 1 am 
sibBent. My soul whisks away tliii'ty years bnrk 
into the past. I am looking out anxiously for a 
heard. I am getting past the ago ol' lo\'jng Byron’s 
poems, and pretend that I like Wordsworih and 
Shelley much better. Nothing 1 eat or drink (in 
reason) disagrees with me; and I know whom 1 think 
to be the most lovely creature in the world. Ah, 
dear maid (of that remote hut wol]-rcnicmhe;.'od 
period), are you a wife or widow now? — are you 
dead? — are you thin ami withered and old ?— or arc 
you grown much stouter, with a false froiit.^ and 
so forth. 

0 Eliza, Eliza! — Stay, tms she Eliza? Well, 1 
protest I have forgotten what your Christiau name 
was. You know I only met you for two days, but 
your sweet face is before me now, and the roses 
blooming on it are as fresh as in that time of May. 

Ah, dear Miss X— , my timid youth and, ingeiiiuniB 

modesty would nevei’ have allowed me, even in my 
private thoughts, to address you othenvise than ly 


your paternal name, Ibut that (tlioiigli I, eoneeal it) I 
renieinber perfectly -well, and that your clear and re- 
>spet‘t(.‘d father was a brewer. 


OArjLL(jjsr, — I was awakened this monintg with 
the chime which Antwerp cathedral clock plays at 
half-hours. The tune ha.s been hairatiug rue ever 
since, as tunes will. You dress, eat, drink, walk, 
and talk to yourself to their tnno: their inaudible 
jingle accompanies yon all day: you read the seiiteiiceS 
of the paper to their rhythm. I tried unconthly to 
imitate the tune to the ladies of the family at break- 
fast, and they say it is “the shadow dance atDimrah." 
It may he so. I diihly remember that my body was 
once present during the performance of that opera, 
whilst my eyes were closed, and my intelleetnal 
facidties dormant at the hack of tke box; howheit, I 
kavo learned that shadow dance from hearing it 
pealing iij) ever so high in the air, at night, morn, 
noon. 

Hoav jjleasanl to lie awake and listen to the 
elioory jical! whilst the old city is asleep at mid- 
night, or waking np rosy at sunrise, or basking in 
noon, or swept liy tlie sciulding rain wliich drives 
in gusts over tlu' broad places, ami the great sliluing 
river; or .sparkling in snow which drasses up a 



huntlred thousand masts, peaks, and towers; or svrapt 
round with tliunder-cloud canopies, Lcfore srlucli I bo, 
white gables shine whiter; day and jdgln, the kiml 
little carillon plays its fantastic melodic, s (n'erhead, 
The hells go on ringing. Quot vivw mtani, murkim 
plangmt., fulgwra franguwt; so on to the. ])a,st and 
future tenses, and for how many iiiglitu, flay,s, and 
years! WliiLst the Ihench were |n(cliin,g llic'ii\/'n///a)7? 
Into Chassd’s citadel, the hells went on ringing (|nite 
cheerfully. Whilst the seaffolds wei'C up and guardt'd 
by Alva’s soldiery, and regiments of jwuHmils, blue, 
black, and gray, poured out of cluircUes and eou- 
vents, droning their dirges; and marching to the 
place of the Hotel de A^lle, where hei-etics and 
rebels were to meet their doom, the bolls up yonder 
were cha.nting at their appointed half-hours and 
(jnarters, and rang the maumis quart d'hmye foi- 
many a poor sonl. This bell can see as far away 
as the tou'crs and dykes of Rotterdam, il’hat one 
can call a greeting to St. llnsula’s at Ilrussels, and 
toss a recognition to that one at the tuwu-liall of 
Oudeuarde, and remember how after a great htrugglo 
there a Intndred and fifty years ago the whole plain 
\ras covered with the flying French cavalry — J!ui’- 
gundy, and Berri, and the Clicvidier of Si. (loorgo 
flying like the rest. “What is your clamour about 
Oudenarde?” says another hell (IJob ‘Mnjor iiuc. 


ill list lio). ‘‘.Be still, tlimi ij^ucralous old diippet-! I. 
Clin Kcio ovoi- to Hongoumont and Bt. Jolm. Anti 
aboiit forty-five years since, I rang all throngli one 
iSimcl.'iy in .rime, when there was such a battle going 
on in the coru-ficlds there, as none of you others 
ever heard tolled of. Yes, from morning service 
until after vespers, the French and Englisli were all 
at it, ding-dong.” And then calls of husiue.s.s in- 
tervening, the hells have to give, up tlieir private 
jangle, resnine their professional duty, and sing tlieir 
hourly chorus out of Dimralh 

AVhat a prodigious distance those bells can ho 
heard! 1 . was awakened this inoriiing to llicir tune, 
I say. I have been hearing it constantly ever since. 
And this house whence I -write, ]V[uriaiy says, i.s two 
hundred and ten miles from Antwerp. And it is a 
week off; anil there is the hell still jangling its 
shadow dance nut of Dinorali. An auclihlc shadow 
yon nndcrstaiul, ami an invisihlo sound, hut (piito 
distinct; and a plague take the tune! 

lIsDEii 'iTiK Bei.ls. — Who luis iiol. seen the 
chnroh under the bolls? TI10.SO lofty aisles, tliose 
twiliglit chapels, tliat cumherMome jrtilpit with its 
huge carvhigs, that wide gray pavement flocked, 
witli I'arioiis light from the jewelled -windowa, those, 



fiunoiis pictures between tbe vuluiuinntis f'dlutmis 
over tbe altai’a, wbicb twinkle wilb tbeir oriiiuucnls, 
tbeir votive little silver hearts, leg's, litubs, tlieii' 
little guttering tapers, cups of sham roses, and wliut 
not? I saw two regiments of little scholars eroopiiig 
in and forming square, each in its ajipointod jilace, 
under the vast roof; and teachers jn-o.sonlly launiug 
to tlicia. A stream of light from the jinvollod win- 
dows beams .slanting down upon cacb little squad of 
children, and the tall baekgrouiul of tlic cluircli re 
tires into a grayer gloom. I’attering litthi feet ol 
laggards am’viug echo through the great nave. 
They tret in and join their regiments, gathered 
undoj’ the slanting- sunbeams. What are they learn- 
ing? Is it truth? Those two gray ladies with their 
books in their hands in the midst of theist) little 
people have no doubt of the truth of every word, 
they have jwintod under their eyes. Look, through 
the windows jewelled all over with saints, t!ie light 
como.s stveamiug down from Iho. sky, and heaven’, s 
own illiuniviations paint the book! A sweet, touching 
picture indeed it is, that of the little chlh. ii as- 
sembled in this immense temple, which has endured 
for ages, and grave teachers bending over them. 
Yes, the piclnro is very proUy of tho children an<l 


I tliouglit so, I 'vroixld go and sit don^n on tlio foim 
cum parmdis, and learn tlie precious lesson witli all 
my heart. 


liHADi.E.-— But I sulimit, an obstacle to couver- 
sioii.s is tlio intrusion and impertinence of that Svviss 
follow with the baldric — the officer w'ho answers to 
the beadle of the British Islands, and is pacing 
ivlioiit tlio clnirch with an eye on tho congregation. 
USToty the boast of Catholics is that their churches 
are open to all ; but in certain places and clmrches 
there are exceptions. At Borne I have been into 
St. Peter’s at all hours : the doors .are always open, 
the lamps are always burning, the faithful are for 
over kiiooling at one .slirine or the otlier. But at 
Antwerp not so. In the afternoon you can go to 
the churcli, and be civilly treated-, but yoix mttat 
pay a franc at the side gate. In the forenoon the 
doors are open, to be .sure, and there is no one to 
lex-y an entrance foe. .1 Was standing ever so still, 
looking throixgb the great gates of the choir at the 
txriiikling liglits, and listening to the distent chants 
of tlio prie.sts performing the service, when a sweet 
chorus from the oVgau-loft broke out behind me 
overliead, and I turned round. My frientl the drum- 
major ccciosiastio was down lipon me in a moment, 
JtMnilulwHl raiiers, II, 3 



take tke rebuke, and turn a soft riglit -about face, 
and listen awhile as tlie service eontiiiiies. Hoe il 1 
ciiiinot, nor tlie altar and Its luitiisl rants. 'We are 
separated from these by a groat screen a,ud cdosed 
gatc.s of iron, tlrrough which the hunps glitter and 
the chant comes by gusts only. Heciug a senre of 
children trotting down a sitle ai.-ile, 1 think I niiiy 
follow them. I am tired of looking at that hideous 
old pulpit with its grotesrpie monstco’s and decora- 
tions. I slip off to the side aisle-, hut my friend the 
drum-major is instantly after me — almost I thought 
he was going today hands on me. '‘You mustn’t 
go thei-e,” says he; “you mnstn’t disturb the service," 
I was moving as quietly as might he, and ten paces 
oft’ there were twenty children kicking and clatter- 
ing at their ease. I point them out to the Swis.s. 
“They come to pray," says he, “To« don’t come 

to pray, you ” “When I come to 2)ay,’’ .says I, 

“I am welcome,” and with this withering sarcasm, 
I walk out of church in a litilT. I don’t orn'y tJio 
feelings of that headle after receiving point blank 
such a stroke of wit. 


Leo Belgictjs.— P erhaps you will say afl.er this 



1 iiiii a prejudiced critic. I see tlie pictures in tlic 
ciiil(( 3 di.'al fumiiig' midor tlio rudeness of tbat beadle, 
or, at (lie liuvfnl hours and prices, pestered by a 
iuviu'in of hlialiby touters, who come behind me 
(■hii(tf‘rin,'4- in Lad English, and who would have me 
t.00 the sjphls through their , mean, greedy eyes. 
Delter see Jtulieus anywhere than in a clrarch. At 
the Aeadeiviy, for example, where you may study 
Iiim a( your leisure. But at church?— I would as 
.soon ask Alexanclre Dumns for a sermon. Either 
woidd paiiiT you a martyrdom very fiercely and 
picturesc|nely— writhing muscles , flaming coals, 
scowling captains and executioners , swarming' 
groups, and light, shade, colour, most dexterously 
hrilliaut or dark; but in Eulions I am admiring the 
performer ratlier than the piece. With what astoii- 
ishing rapidity he travels over his canvas; how 
tellingly the cool lights and warm shadows are 
liuulc to eoiilrast and relievo each other; ha\v that 
hlaziiig, iilowsy jieuilont in yellow satin and glitter- 
ing hair carries down the stream of light across (ho 
picture! 'I'his is tlic way to woidc, my hoys, and 
earn a hundred florins a day. See! I am a,s sure 
of my line os a. .skater of making Iiis figure of 
eighi ! auf! down with a sweep goes a brawny tmn 
or a flowing curi of drapery, '.r’hc figures arrange 
themselves as if by magic. The paint-poW are ex- 


iiansted ill fiu-nisMng’ liiwn sliailoWM. Tlio iiiqiiiis 
look wondering on, as the Tinistor eareorrf over' Uio 
canvas. Isabel or Helena, wife Ho. 1 oi' No. 'J, are 
sitting by, buxom, exuberant, ready lo be painled; 
and the children arc boxing in the c.omcr, wailiiig' 
till they are wanted to figure as eli('nil>s in the 
picture. Grave burghers and gcutlerolks eonio in mi 
a visit. There arc oysters and Jilionihh alway.s 
ready on yonder table. AVas there cier siirli a 
painter? He ha.s been an ambassador, an actual 
Excellency, and what better man could be elio.stni? 
He speaks all the languages. He earns a hundred 
florins a day. Prodigious! Thirty-six thousand five 
hundred florins a year. Enormous! Ho rides out in 
his castle with a score of gentlemen af’iej' liim, like 
the Governor. That is his own jiorlvait as St. 
George. You know he is an English' kniglit? 
Those are his two wives as the two Marios, lie 
chooses the handsomest wives. Ho rides tlie haiid- 
soniest horse, s. He paints the hand.some.st jiictures. 
He gets the handsomest prices for tliom. That slim 
young Van Dyck, who was his pupil, iiiis genius 
too, and is painting all the nohlc ladies in Englimd, 
and turning the heads of some of them. And 
.lordacn.s-— wiiat a droll dog ami clever follow! 
Have you seen his. fat Silemis? The master him, self 
could not paint better. And his altar-piece at Ht, 


niivdii's? TU'. c;:ui jiahil you anytliiiijj, tlia); .Tordaeris 
can — a druulten jolMcation of boors and doxies , or 
ii innrtyr bowling witli half bis skin off. Wliat a 
knowledge of anatomy! But there is nothing like 
the iniu-ler— initbiug. lie can paint you his tliirty- 
six thousand live' hundred florins’ worth a year. 

Ihivo you lioai'd of what he has done for tliell'rench 
Oonrty I’j'odigious! 1 can’t look at Rnheus’ pictnres 
H it bout fancying [ sco that handsome figure .swag- 
gering before the canvas.. And Hans Hcnimolinck' 
at Bruges y .Ll.ive you never seen that dear old 
hospital of 8t. John, on pa.ssing tlie gate of which 
you enter into the fifteenth century? I see the 
wounded soldier still lingering in the house , and 
tended . by the kind gray sisters.' His little, panel 
on its cfisel is placed at the light. He covers his . f 

hoard u'ith the most wondrous, beautiful little figures, 
in robes as bright as rubies and amethysts. I think 
he nmsl have a magic glass, in which he catches 
the reflection of little chornhs with mauy-coloin-ed , i 

wings, very liltlo and bright. Angels, in long crisp ' ? 

robes of wliilc, surrounded witli haloes of gold, como 
and flutter across the mirror, and ho draws them. 

ITc' hears mass every day. He fasts through Lent. 
iVo numk is more austere and holy than Ifans. 

Wliich do you love host to hchold, the lamb or tbe 
lion? the, eagle rushing through the storm, and 
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pouBciiig mayliap on camou; or tlie linnet warbling’ 
on the spray? 

By inueli the most delightM of the Chridophcir 
KGt of Rubens to my mind (and ego is introduced on 
these occasions, so that the opinion may pass only 
for my own, at the reader’s humble service to he re- 
ceived or declined,) is the “Presentation in the 
Temple splendid in colour, in sentiment svreot iiiul 
tender, finely conveying the story. To ho .sure, i ill 
the others tell their tale nninistakeahly — witness that 
coarse “Salutation,” that magnificent “Adoration of 
the Kings” (at the Museum), hy the Si'inie strong 
downright liands; that wmidcrful “Communion of 
St, Francis,” which, 1 think, gives the key to tlie 
artist’s faire better than any of his pevformauces. I 
have passed hours before that picture in my time, 
trying and sometimes fancying I could uiuler.staiid 
by what masses and contra.sts the arlist arrived at 
his effect. In many others of the jiicluros piirts of 
his method are painfully obvious, aucl you see how 
grief and agony are ]rroduced hy blue lip.s, and 
eyes rolling blood-sliot with dabs of vermilion, 
'riiere is something simple in the practice. Contort 
the eyebrow sufficiently, and place the eyohall lu'ai' 
it, — by a few lines you have anger or lierconess de- 
picted. Give me a mouth with no H])ecial e.-epre,!- 
sion, find pop a dab of carmine at each oxtremily - 



Mncl til ere are tlie lips smiling. This i.s art if you 
will, Imt 11, very naive kind of art; and now you 
know tke trick, don’t yon .see how easy it is? 

Td Quoque. — Now yon know the trick, suppose 
you take a canvas and see whether you can do it? 
'I'hero are hru,shes, palettes, and gallipots full of 
paint and varnish. Have yon tried, my dear .sir — 
you, who set up to he a connoisseur? Have you 
tried? I have— and many a day. And the end of 
the day’s lahour? 0 dismal conclusion! Is this 
puerile niggling, this feeble scrawl, this impotent 
rubbish, all you can produce— you, who but now 
found Eubens commonplace and vulgar, and were 
peinting out the tricks of his mystery? Pardon, 0 
great chief, magnificent master and poet! You can 
do- We Clitics, who sneer and are wise, can hut 
pry, and measure, and doubt, and carp. Look at 
the lion. Did you ever see such a gross, shaggy, 
mangy, roaring hrule? Look at him eating lumps 
of raw moat —positively hleediug, and raw and 
tough — till, faugh! it turns one’s stomach to see 
him — 0 (he coar.se wretdi! Yes, hut ho is a lion. 
Eubens lias lift(3d liis great hand, and tlie mark he 
has made has endured for two centuries, and wo 
si 111 coidhme u'ouderiug at him, and admiring- him. 


Wliat a strength in that arm! Wliat sjileiuleur ot‘ 
will hidden behind that tarviiy beard, aiul thoso 
honest eyes! Sharpen yoiu' pen, iny good critic. 
Shoot a feather into him; hit him, and make him 
wince. Yes, you may hit him fair, and make him 
bleed, too; but, for all that, lie is a lion — a mighty, 
conquering, generous, ranqiagious Loo Bolgicus — 
monarch of his Wood. And ho is not dead yet, and 
I will not kick at him. 


Silt Antony. — In that “Pietii” of Van Dyck, in 
the Museum, have you ever lo(jkcd at the yellow- 
robed angel) with the black scarf thrown over her 
wings and robe? What a charming llgnro of grief 
and beauty! What a pretty compassion it m8pire>s! 
It soothes and pleases mo like a sweet rhytlimic 
chant. See bow delicately the yellow robe contrasts 
with the blue sky belund, and the scarf binds the 
two! If Itnbens lacked grace, Van Dyck abounded 
in it. What a con.suininate elegance.! What a per- 
fect cavalier! No wonder the fine ladies in hhigland 

admired Sir Antony. Look at 

Hero the clock strilces three, and the throe 
gendarmes who keep the Musee cry out, “JMonn! 
SortomJ J.l est trm Jmwes! AU«z! Sortea!" .'tnd, they 
skip out of the gallery as happy as hoys running 


from sfiliool. And 'we mvist go too, for tliougli luony 
htny Iji’liiucl- many Britons witli Murray’s liaudbook-s 
in tlioir liaudsome liands — they have paid a iTaiic 
for ontraneedoo, you see; and we know )iothi)ig 
about the franc for entrance xmtil those gendarmes 
with sheathed saljres had driven us out of this 
i'artwliso. 

But it was good to go and drive on ilio great 
quays, and see the ships miladhig, and by tlie 
citadxd, and wonder howabouts and ■whoreabonts it 
was BO strong. Wo expect a citadel to look like 
Gibraltar or Ehrenbreitsteiir at least. But in this 
one there is nothing to boo but a flat plain and scnio 
ditches, and some trees, and mounds of iiiiiuteresting 
green. And then I remember hoxv there was a boy 
at scliool, a little dumpy follow of tio personal ap- 
pearaiieo whatever, who couldn’t be overcome ox,- 
cept by a much bigger chaxnpion, and the immonsest 
quantity of thrashing. A perfect, citadel of a boy, 
with a General Chassd sitting in Ihfit bomh-proof 
caHeniate, bis lieart, letting blow after hlmv come 
thumping about his lioad, and never thinking of 
giving in. . 

And wo go home, and wo, dine in the company 
of UvitouB, at flic coinfortahlo Hotel du Bare, and 
we Iiave bought a novel ajiiece lor a shilling, and 
(,’v(?iy hnW-hom the sweet carillon plays (ho waltii 



from Dinmih in the air. And we have heen happy; 
find it seoma ahont almonth since we left London 
yostevday; and nohody knows W'liere wo tivc and, we 
defy care and the postman. 

Spoouwii!(}. — Vast green flats, speckled by spotted, 
cows, and bound by a gray frontier of windmills; 
shining canals stretching through tho green; odomy 
like those exlialed from the Tharnea in tho dog-days, 
and a fine pervading smell of cheese; little trim 
houses, with tall roofs, and great windows of many 
panes; gazebos, or summer-houses, hanging over 
pea-green canals; kind-looking, dumpling-faced far- 
mers’ Avomen, with laced caps and golden frontlets 
and earrings; about the bouses and towns which wo 
pass a great air of comfort and neatness; a queer 
feeling of Avonder that you can’t understand Avliat 
your f’elloAv-passengers are saying’, tlie tone of Avhoso 
voices, and a cei-tain comfortable doAvdinoss of dross, 
are so like onr oavti; — whilst avg are reinarhiJig on 
these sights, sounds, smells, the little railAv ay journey 
from Rotterdam to the Hague comes to an end. T 
speak to the railAvay porters and hackney coachmen 
in English, and they reply in their tnvn language, 
and it seems somehoAV as if aa'o mideretood each otlier 
perfectly. The carriage drh'es to the handsoiiKj, 


comfoi'taMe , cTieerful liotel. We sit down a score at 
the talihv’, ami. there is one foreigner ami his wife, — 
i mean every other man and rvomau at dinner are 
Eneiisli. As wc are close to the sea, and in tlie 
midst of endless canals, we have no fish. We are 
ronvinded of dear England hy the nohle prices which 
rve pay for wines. I confess I lost my temper 
ye.sterdfiy at Eotterdam, where I had to pay a florin 
for a Lottie of ale (the water not heing thinkahle, 
and country 'or Bavarian beer not being genteel 
enough for the hotel); — I conf6,ss, I .say, that my 
•fine temper was ruffled, when the bottle of pale ale 
turned, out to he a print bottle; and I meekly told 
the waiter that I had bought beer at Jerusalem at a 
less price. But then Rotterdam is eighteen, hours 
from London, and the steamer -rvith the passengers 
and Leer comes nj) to the hotel windows; •whilst to 
Jerusalem they have to carry the ale on camels’ 
backs from Beyroiit or .Jaffa, and through hordas of 
mamndlng Arabs, who evidently don’t care for pale 
ale, though I am told it is not forbidden in the 
.Koran. Mine would have been very good, hut I 
choked with rage whilst drinking it. A florin for a 
bottle, ami tluit bottle baving tlio woiak “imperial 
pilut,” in bold, relief, on the suvlkco! It was too 
much. I intended not to say anything about it; hut 
,1 .speak. A florin a bottle, .and. that bottle a 



pint! Oil, for sluiine! for !^l1anle! C can’t cmk clown 
my indiguiition; I froth up with, finy; i am ijaln 
with -wrath, and hitter with sooni. 

As we drove tlirough tlie old city at night, how 
it awii.rmed and hnnnucd with life! Wliat a special 
clatter, crowd, and outcry there was in ihe ileivish 
(■(uartcr, wlierc myriads of young ones ivoi'e trotting 
about (ho fishy street! AVliy don’t they havco liun])S? 
Wo passed by canals seciiiiiig' so full dial a ji.iilliil 
of water more would . overflow the jdixc®. I.'lio 
laquaia-tle-^dnee calls ont tlie names of the huihlings: 
the toivn-Iiall,. the cathedral, the arsenal, the syna- 
gogue, the statue of Erusnius. Get along! ?/'c know 
the statue of Erasmus well enough. We ],)as.s over' 
drawbridg'es hy canals where thousands of barges ai'o 
at roost. At roost — at rest! Shall 'Wo have rest in 
those hedrooms, tho-sc aiiciout lofty hodrooniK, in that 
inn where wo have to pay a florin for a pint of pa — 
psha! at the “New Bath Ifotel’’ on the Boompjes'r’ 
If this dreary edifiee is the “New Bath,” what nrast 
the Old Bath he like? As I feared to go to heel , 1 
sat in the coffee-room as long as I might; but tliree 
young men were imparting their private adventnres 
to each other with such freedom and livolinoss that 
I felt I ought not to listen to their artless jrrattle. 
As I put the light out, and felt the hed-clothos and 
darkness overwliohn me, it was with an awful sense 


of terror — that sort of sensation n'liieh I shoxilfl think 
going clown, in a dmng-bell would giro. Sujipose 
tlie iijiparatns goes wrong, and they don’t iiudor- 
stand your signal to mount? Suppose your matches 
miss tiro when you wakey when yon tomt them, 
irluin you will have to rise in half-an-hour, and do 
l)attle ^vitli the horrid enemy who crawls on you in 
tho (hirkuoss? .1 protest I never was more surprise, d 
than w hen I woke and. hcheld the light, of daAvn. 
Indian hirds acid strange trees w'ere visible on the 
anoicviit gilt hangings of tho lofty chamber, and 
through the 'wimloAVS tho Boompjos and the shijis 
along tho quay. We have all read of deserters be- 
ing brought out, and made to kneel, tvith their eyes 
bandaged, and hearing the word to “Pire” given! 
I declare 1 underwent all tho terrors of execution 
that night, and wonder how I ever escaped mi- 
womided. 

But if ever I go to the “Bath Hotel,” Rotterdam, 
agaiji, 1, am a Diitchmiiii. A guilder for a bottle of 
pale ale, and that bottle a pint! Ah! for shame— 
for .shame ! 

Mixi') IIahk in Mink Inn. — D o yem object to talk 
about inns? U alway.s seems to me to be very 
good talk. Walter Scott i.9 lull of inms. In “Don 
Q,uixoto” and “Gil Bias” there is plenty of inn- 



talk. Sterne, .Fiekling and Siuollett cmiidantly 
speak about tkem; and, iu tlieir travels, llii; lai.t 
two tot up the bill, and describe tke diunor rpiile. 
honestly; whilst. Mr. Sterne becomes scntinientiil 
over a cab, and weeps gencrons t(!iirs ovi!r a, 
donkey. 

How I aflinire and wonder at the infbrma1ii>u in 
Murray’s Handbooks — ^n'onder how it la g'of , iiuil 
admire the travellers who got it. Ppr instance, yon 
read: Amiens (please select your town.s), ()(>,()00 
inhabitants. Hotels, &c.~“Lion d’Or,” goorl, and 
clean. ".Le Lion d’Argent,” .so so. “.Lo Lion 
Noir,” bad, dirty, and dear. Now say, tlioro are 
three traveller.s — three iun-inspeclois, wlio are sent 
forth by Mr. Murray on a great commission, and 
who stop at every inn iu the world. The eldo.st 
goes to tlie “Lion d’Or — capital house, good tahlo- 
d’hbte, excellent wine, moderalo charges. Tho 
seoond commi.ssioner tries the “Silver Lion" — toler- 
able house, bed, dinner, bill and so forth. .'But 
fancy Commissioner No. 3 — the jroor lag, doubtlo.ss, 
and boots of the party. He Ikis to go to the “Lion 
Noir." He knows he is to have a Irad diiuuM' — ho 
eats it uncoinphuningly. He is to have l):id wine. 
He swallows it, grinding his wretched teeth, and 
aware that he will he unwell in conse(pionce. Ho 
knows ho is to have a dirty bed, and what he is to 


oxjicvt (lici'o. Ho pops out tlic oandlo, lie sinlcs 
into those (lingj>- sheets. He. delivers over his body 
to the nightly tormentors, he pays an exorhitant 
bill, and lie writes down, “Lion Noir, had, dirty, 
clear.” Next day the commission sots out for Arras, 
we will say, and they begin again: “Lc Coclion 
d'Or,” “Lc (loclion d.’ Argent," “Le Cochon Aoir” — 
and that is poor Boots’s inn, of course. What a 
Hie th;it jioor man must lead! "What horrors of 
diunors ho has to go through! What a hide, he 
must have! And yet. not impervious; for unles,s 
he is hitlou, how is ho to he able to warn others? 
No; on second thoughts, you null perceive that ho 
ought to have a very delicate skin. The monsters 
ought to troo].) to liim eag-evly, and bite Iiini in- 
staniaiiemisly and freely, so that he may he able to 
warn all future handbook hviyevs of their danger. I 
fanc.y this man devoting liimsolf to clanger, to dirt, 
to had. diimors, to sour wine, to damp beds, to mid- 
night agonies, to extortionate bills, I admire him, I 
thank him. Think of this champion, who dcvolcs 
Ids body for us — this dauntless gladiator going to 
do baltlo alone in the darkness, with no other armour 
than a light helmet of cotton, and. a hmen of calico. 
1 jiity and honour him. Go, Sparlacus! Go, de- 
voted man -hi bleed, to groan, to suffer — and sinile 
in silence as the wild beasts assail tlieol 


“Jlotel do Bello Vue,” at tlio llagiio, a-i fouil'ort- 
able, as Jiaudsoinc, as cLeerlul, as any 1 even- tnuk 
rniao eas(! in. And llio Bavarian (locn-, n\y flctir 
friend, Iiow good and brisk and liglit it i.s! Take 
anotber glass — it refreshes and doe.s nol. stn|K'-iy- - 
and then wo will sally out, and see flie town and 
the j)ar]c and the pictures. 

The prettiest little brick city, the jdetisantest 
little park to ride in, the neatest coinibrtahlo people 
walking about, tbe canals not uii.sweot, anti busy 
and picturesque with old-world life. Rows upon 
rows of houses, built with the neatest Ihtle bricks, 
with windows fresh painted, and tall doors poli.shod 
and carved to a nicety. What a ploasant spiicitniB 
garden our inn has, all sparkling with autunin 
flowers, and hodizened with statues! At the end is 
a row of trees, and a summer-house, over the canal, 
where you might go and smolco a pijio with Myn- 
heer Van Dunck, and quite cheerfully catch the 
ague. Yesterday, as we passed, they wore Milk- 
ing hay, and stacking it in a barge which was 
lying' by the meadow, handy. Round about Ken- 
sington Palace there are houses, roofs, chimneys, 
and bricks like these. I feel that a Dutchman is a 


newspaper, one can understand it Bomohow. Sure 
it is tlie neatest, gayest little city — scores and 
hundreds of mansions looking like Clieyne Walk, 
or the ladies’ seliools about OMswick and Hackney. 

Lm ( f iio.s Lot. — To a few lucky men the cliance 
befalls of reaobiug fame at once, and (if it is of any 
profit morihiro) retaining tie admiration of tbe world. 
Did poor Oliver, wlien he was at Leyden yonder, 
ever tlunk that be sliould paint a little picture wlficli 
should secure him tbe applause and. pity of all 
Europe for a century after? Ho and Sterne drew 
tbe twenty thousand prize of fame. The latter had 
splendid instalments diwing Ids lifetime. The ladies 
pressed round him; the -wits admired him, tlid fashion 
Ijailed the successor of Kaholais. Goldsmith’s little gem 
was hardly so valued imtil later days. Their works 
still form Iho wonder and delight of tbe lovers of 
Eng]i.sli art; and tbe pictures of the Vicar and 
Uncle Toby are among the masterpieces of our 
Englisli .school. Hero in the Hague Gallery is Paul 
Potter’s pale, eager face, aiad yonder is the magni- 
ficent work by which the yoimg follow acldeved his 
fame. .How did you, so young, come to paint .so 


Uiat enabled Inm to aebieve siieli a wonderful 
victoiy? Could little Mozart, wlioii be w;w live 
years old, tell you liow be came to play I, hose 
•wonderful sonates? Potter waa {fone out of tlio 
•world before be was thirty, but left this prodigy 
(and 1 know not bow many inoi-o sjioeimonH of his 
genius and skill) behind him. Tlw delails of lliis 
admirable picture are as eurioua as I he elfeet i.a ad- 
mirable and complete. The weather being unsettled, 
and cloud.s and sunshine in the gusty sky, we saw 
in our little tour numberless Paul Potters — the 
meadows streaked with sunshine and spotted with 
the cattle, the city twinkling in the distance, the 
thrrnder-clouds glooming overhead. Napoleon carried 
off the picture {vide Murray) amongst the spoils of 
of his bow and spear to decorate his triTimph of the 
Louvre. If I were a eompiering prince, I would 
have this picture certainly, and the Raphael “Ma- 
donna" from Dresden, and the Titian “Assumption” 
■from Venice, and that matchless Rembrandt of tbo 
“Dissection." The prostrate nations would liowl 
with rage as my gendarmes took off the jiictures, 
nicely packed, and addi’essed to “Mr. the Director 
of my Imperial Palace of the Louvre, .at I’aris. 
This side uppernnost.” The Austrians , Prussians, 
Saxons, Italians, &c., should he free to come and 
visit my capital, and bleat with tears before tlic 


pictui-es torn from tieu.' native cities. Tteir am- 
bassadors would meekly remonstrate, and with faded 
grins make allusions to tke feeling of despair occa- 
sioned by tlie absence of the beloved works of art. 
Ball! I would offer them a pinch of snuff out of my 
box as 1 walked along my gallery, with their Ex- 
cellencies cringing after me. Zenohia was a fine 
woman and a queen, but she bad to walk in 
Aureliau’s triumph. The proeidi vfas pm iMcat! 
Mu um-mus, mou cher monsieur! (The marquis 
says the “Maoaba” is delicious.) Wliata splendour 
of colour there is in that cloud? What a richness, 
what a freedom of handling, and what a marvellous 
precision! I trod upon your Excellency’s corn? — 
a thousand pardons. His Excellency grins and de- 
clares that he rather likes to have his corns trodden 
on. Were you ever very angry with Soult — about 
that Mui'illo which we have bought? The veteran 
loved that picture because it saved the life of a 
fellow-creature — the fellow-creatiu’e who hid it, and 
whom the Duke intended to hang unless the picture 
was forthcoming. 

Wo gave several thousand pounds for it — how 
many thousand? Aboirt its merit [is a question of 
taste which we will not here argue. If you choose 
to place Murillo in the first class of painters, found- 
ing his claim upon these Virgin altar-pieces, I am 
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your liumblc servant. Tom Moore painted altar- 
pieces as well as Milton, and warbled Sacred Son^^s 
and Lovc.s of the . Angels after liis fashion. I 
wonder did Watteau ever tiy lustorieal subjects? 
And a,s for Greuze, you know that his heads will 
fetch 1,000Z., 1,600Z., 2,000^. — as much as a Sdvres 
“cabaret” of Eose du Barri. If cost price is to be 
your criterion of worth, what shall we say to that 
little receipt for lOI. for the copyright of “Paradise 
Lost,” wliieh used to bang in old Mr. Eogers’ room? 
When living painters, as frequently happens in our 
days, sm their pictures sold at auctions for four or 
five times the suras which they originally received, 
are they enraged or elated? A hundred years ago 
the state of the picture-market was different: that 
dreary old Italian stock was much higher than at 
present; Eembrandt himself, a clo.so man, was known 
to be in difficulties. If ghosts are fond of money 
still, what a -wrath his must be at the, present value 
of his works ! , 

The Hague Eembrandt is the greatest and 
grandest of all Ms pieces to my mind. Some of the 
heads are as sweetly and lightly painted as Gainn- 
borough; the faces not ugly, but delicate and higli- 
bred; the cx(|uisite gray tones are charmiug to mark 
and study; the heads not plastered, but paintG<l with 
a free, liquid brush: the result, one of the great 



victories won by this consummate chief, and left 
for the wonder and delight of succeeding ages. 

The hnmhlost volunteer in the ranks of art, 
who lias served a campaign or two ever so inglori- 
ously, has at least tliis good fortune of understand- 
ing, or fancying he is able to understand, how the 
battle has been fought, and how the engaged general 
won it. This is the Eliinelander’s most brilliant 
achievement — victory along the whole line. The 
“Night-watch” at Amsterdam is magnificent in parts, 
hut on the side to the spectator’s right, smoky and 
dim. The “Five Masters of the Drapers” is won- 
derful for depth, strength, brightness, massive power. 
Wliat words are these to express a picture! to describe 
a description! I once saw a moon riding in the sky 
serenely, attended by her sparkling maids of honour, 
and a little lady said, with an air of great satis- 
faction, must sketch it." Ah, my dear lady, if 
with a H.B., a Bristol hoard, and a hit of india- 
rubber, you can .sketch the stimry fii-mainent on high, 
and the moon in her glory, I make you my com- 
jdiiiicut! 1 can’t sketch “The Five Drajicns” with 
any ink or jieu at present at command — but ecu 
look wiih all my eyes, and be thankful to have seen 
such a masterpiece. 

'Phey say ho was a moody, ill-conditioned man, 
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tlie old tenant of tlie mill. What does he think of 
the “ Vander Heist” which hangs opiiosite liis “Night- 
watch,” and which is one of the great pictures of 
the world? It is not painted hy so great a man as 
Eemhrandt; hnt there it is — to see it is an event of 
your life. Having beheld it you have lived in tlie 
year 1648, and celebrated the treaty of Munster. 
You have shaken the hands of the Dutch Guards- 
men, eaten from their platters, drunk their Ehenish, 
heard their jokesj as they wagged their jolly boards. 
The Amsterdam Catalogue discoui-ses thus about it: 
— a model catalogue: it gives you the prices paid, the 
signatures of the painters, a succinct description of 
the work. 

“This masterpiece represents a bamiuot of the 
oiyio guard, which took place on the 18th June, 1648, 
in the great haU of the St. Joris Doele, on the Singel 
at Amsterdam, to celehi-ate the conclusion of the 
Peace at Munster. The thirty-five figures composing 
the picture are all portraits. 

‘“The Captain Witsb’ is placed at the head of 
the table, and attracts our attention first. Ho is 
dressed in black velvet, his hrast covered with a 
cuirass, on his head a hroad-brimmed black hat with 
white plumes. He is comfortably seated on a chair 
of black oak, with a velvet cushion, and holds in 
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Ins left band, supported on bis knee, a mag-nificent 
drinkiug-born, surrounded by a St. George destroy- 
ing tbe dragon, and'«iomamented ^yitb olive-leaves. 
Tbe captain’s featecs express cordiality and good- 
bumour; be is gi'asping the band of ‘Lieutenant 
Van Wavekn’ seated near him, in a habit of dark 
gray, with lace and buttons of gold, lace-collar and 
wrist-bands, bis feet crossed, with boots of yellow 
leather, with large tops, and gold spurs, on bis 
bead a black bat and dark-brown plumes. Behind 
him, at tbe ceutre of the jiicture, is the standard- 
bearer, ‘Jacob Banninc,’ in an easy martial attitude, 
bat in band, bis right band on his chair, ids right 
leg on bis loft knee. He bolds the flag of blue silk, 
in which the Virgin is embroidered, (snob a silk! 
such a flag! such a piece of painting!) emblematic 
of the town of Amsterdam. The banner covers his 
shoulder, and he looks towards the spectator frankly 
and complacently. 

“The man behind him is probably one of the 
pergeant.s. His bead is bare. He wears a cuirass, 
and y-ellow gloves, grey stockings, and boots with 
large tops, and kneecaps of cloth. He has a napkin 
on bis knees, and in bis hand a piece of I).am, a 
.slice of bread, and a Itnife. The old man bobind is 
pvolmbly ‘William 1110 DamatBii.’ Ho has his bat 
in bis right band, and in his left a gold-footed wine- 
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glass, filled with white wine. He wears a red scarf, 
and a Idack satin doublet, with little slashes of yolloM'- 
silk, Behind the drumnier, •ttro matchlock-men are 
seated at the end of the table. One in a large black 
habit, a napkin on his knee, a Jtausse-col of iron, and 
a linen scarf and collar. He is eating with his 
knife. The other holds a long glass of white wine. 
Pour musketeers, with different shaped hats, are 
behind these, one holding a glass, the three others 
with their guns on their shoulders. Other guests 
are placed between the personage w'ho is giving the 
toast and the standard-heai-er, Oiie with his hat off, 
and his hand uplifted, is talking to another. The 
second is carving a fowl. A third holds a silver 
plate; and another, in the background, a silver 
flagen, from which he fills a cup. The corner be- 
hind the captain is filled by two seated personages, 
one of whom is peeling an orange. Two others arc 
standing, armed with halberts, of whom one holds a 
plumed hat. Behind him are other three individuals, 
one of them holding a pewter jjot, on which the 
name ‘Poock,’ tlic landlord of the ‘Hotel Doele,’ is 
engraved. At the hack, a maid-servant is coming 
in with a pasty, crowned with a turkey. Most of 
the guests arc listening to the captain. Prom an 
open window in the distance, the. fa(,',ades of two 
house.s are .seen, surmounted by stone figure, s of sheep.” 
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Tlicro, now yon know all about it: now you can 
go boniG and paint just sueh another. If you do, do 
pray remember to paint the hands of the figures as 
tficy are here depicted; they are as wonderful por- 
traits as the, faces. None of your ffiui Viin Dyck 
elegancies, which have done duty at the cuffs of so 
many doublets; but each for hiiu- 

self, as with a face '"IdSished for the 

coarseness of one of Oietehiefs i:^%ri?; greEw^pinpauy, 
that fellow behind ‘ysViLUAje^E DiiuMMEii'i’ ^ tolen- 
didly attired, sittii/g fullnn t^re fafeo of the public; 
and holding a porM-hone m hiS' hnifd, Supp6.serlhe 
Saturday Bevim cmtic w^;e toV.ome on 

this picture? Ah! a sYiock it,^Woul^ gfiye that 
noble natui’e! Why that knuckle off pfck not 
jmintod out?' at auy ratS’^k^^hy is nd& a'dittle fringe 
of lace pfiinted round it? or’llrtdif* pink paper? or 
couldn’t a smelling-ti'ottle he painted in instead, rrith 
a crest and a gold top, or a cambric jiccket-handkcr- 
chief, in lieu of the horrid pig, with a pink coronet 
in the corner? or suppose you covered the man’s 
hand (u-liicli is voiy coarse and strong), and gave 
him the dcceiicy of a kid glove? But a jdeeo of 
pork ill a naked liand? 0 nerves and ean do Cologne, 
liide it, hide it! 

in spite of this lamentable coarseness, my noble 
sergeant, give me thy hand as nature made it! A. 
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great, and famous j arid noble liandiTvork I liave 
seen here. Not the greatest picture in the %Torld — 
not a work of the highest genius — but a performance 
so great, various, and admirable, so shrewd of 
humour, so wise of observation, so honest and com- 
plete of expression, that to have seen it has been a 
delight, and to remember it will be a jdeasurc for 
days to come. Well done, Bartholomeus Vander 
Holst! Brave, meritorious, victorious, happy .Bar- 
tholomew, to whom it has bceu given to produce a 
master-piece! 

May I take off my hat and pay a respectful 
compliment to Jan Steen, Esq.? He is a glorious 
composer. His hnmour is as frank as Eielding’s. 
Hook at his own figure sitting in the window-sill 
yonder, and roaring with laughter! What a twinkle 
in the eyes! what a mouth it is for a song, or a 
joke, or a noggin! I think the composition in some 
of Jan’s jnctures amounts to the sxrhlime, and look 
at them with the same delight and admiration which 
I have felt before works of the very highest style. 
This gallery is admirable— -and the city in which 
the gallery is, is perhaps even more wonderful and 
enrious to behold than the gallery. 

The first landing at Calais (or, I suppose, on 
any foreign shore) — the first sight of an Eastern 
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city — the first vie-w of Venice — and tliis of Amster- 
dam, are among the deBglitful shocks -which I have 
had as a traveller. Amsterdam is as good as 
Venice, -with a superadded humour and grotesq^ue- 
ness, -which gives the sight-seer the most singular 
zest and pleasure. A run through Pekin I could 
hardly fancy to be more odd, strange, and yet 
familiar. This rush, and cro-vvd, and prodigious 
vitality; this immense s-warm of life; these busy 
•waters, crowding barges, swinging drawbridges, 
piled ancient gables, spacious markets teeming -^rith 
people; that over-wonderful Jews’ quarter; that clear 
old world of painting and the past, yet alive, and 
throhbittg, and palpable — actual, and yet passing 
before you swiftly and strangely as a dream I Of 
the many journeys of this Roundabout life, that 
drive through Amsterdam is to be specially and 
gratefully remembered. You have never seen, the 
palace of Amsterdam, my dear sir? Why, there’s 
a marble liall in that palace that will frighten you 
as much as any hall in VatJiek, or a nightmare. At 
one end of that old, cold, glassy, glittering, ghostly, 
marble hall there stands a throne, on which a white 
marble king ought to sit with his white legs gleam- 
ing down into the white marble below, and his 
white eyes looking at a great white marble Atlas, 
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who bears on his icy shoulders a blue globe as big 
as the full moon. If he were not a genie, and en- 
chanted, and with a strength altogether hypor- 
atlantean, he would drop the moon with a shriek on 
to the white marhle floor, and it would splitter into 
perdition. And the palace would rock, and hoiivo, 
and tumble; and the waters would rise, rise, rise; 
and the gables sink, sink, sink; and the barges 
would rise up to the chimneys; and the ivater- 
sonchee fishes would flap over the Boompjes, whore 
the pigeons and storks used to perch; and the 
Amster, and the Butter, and the Saar, and the Op, 
and all the dams of Holland would hurst, and the 
Zuyder Zee roll over the dykes; and you would 
wake out of your dream, and find yourself sitting 
in your arm-chair. 

"Was it a dream? it seems like one. Have we 
been to Holland? have we heard the chimes at mid- 
night at Antwerp? Were we really away for a 
week, or have I been sitting up in the room dozing, 
before this stale old desk? Hero’s the desk; yes. 
But, if it luas been a di-eani, how could 1 li.ave 
learned to hum that tune out of Bimrah? Ah, is 
it that tune, or myself that I am lumnning? If it 
was a dream, how comes this yellow No-i'ujm ues 
Tableaux du Musee d ■ Amsi’brdam avbc fac.simit.e 
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DBS MoNOGEAmnas before me, and tLis signature of 
tlie gallant 

Barthohmem van der SeM, fecit A" 1648, 

Yea, indeed, it was a delightful little holiday; it 
lasted a whole week. With the exception of that 
little pint of (man aliguid at Rotterdam, we were 
all very hai>py. We might have gone on being 
happy for whoever knows how many days more? 
a week more, ten days more: wlio knows how long 
that dear teetotum happiness can bo made to spin 
without toppling over? 

But one of the party had desired lettei’S to be 
sent restmite, Amsterdam. The post-office is 
hard by that awful palace where the Atlas is, and 
which we really saw. 

There was only one letter, you see. Only one 
chance of finding ns. There it was. “The post has 
only this moment come in,” says the smirking com-’ 
mibsioner. And he hands over the paper, thinking 
he has done something clover. 

Before the letter had been opened, I could read 
Comb HACK, as clearly as if it had been painted on 
the wall. It was all over. The spell wa.s broken. 
The sprightly little holiday fairy that had fri.shcd 
and gamholled so kindly beside ns for eight days of 
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siinsMne — or rain wMcIi was as cheerful as siinshmo 
— 'gave a parting piteous look, and whisked away 
and vanished. And yonder scuds the postman, and 
hare is the old desk. 
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Almost tlie last ivords wliicli Sir Walter spoke 
to Loekhart, liis biographer, were, “Be a good man, 
my dear!” and with the last flicker of breath on his 
dying lips, he sighed a farewell to his family, and 
passed away blessing them. 

Two men, famous, admired, beloved, have just 
left us, the Goldsmith and the Gibbon of our time.* 
Ere a few weeks are over, many a critic’s pen will 
be at work, reviewing their lives, and passing judg- 
ment on their works. This is no review, or history, 
or criticism: only a word in testimony of respect 
and regard from a man of letters, who owe.s to his 
own jirofessioual labour the honour of becoming ac- 

* IVsisliington Irvins lUaO , Novembej- 38 , 1859; Lord MacmiUy 
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qiiainted ivitli tLese two eminent literary men. One 
was the first ambasscador whom the New World of 
Letters sent to the Old. He was born almo.st with 
the repnhlie; the pater patrim had laid his hand on 
the child’s head. He bore Washington’s name: he 
came amongst ns bringing the kindest sympathy, 
the most artless, smiling goodwill. His new country 
(wliieh some people here might bo dispo.sed to re- 
gard rather superciliously) could send us, as he 
showed in his own person, a gentleman, who, though 
himself bora in no very high sphere, was most 
finished, polished, easy, w'itty, quiet; and, socially, 
the equal of the most refined Europeans. If Irving’s 
welcome in England was a kind one, was it not 
also gratefully remembered? If he ate our salt, did 
he not pay ns wnth a thankful heart? Who cau 
calculate the amount of fricndlmess and good feeling 
for our country which this w-riter’s generous and un- 
tiring regard for us disseminated in his own? His 
books are read by millions* of his countrymen, 
whom he has taught to love England, and wdiy to 
love her. It would have been ca.sy to .speak other- 
wise than he did: to inflame national rancours, 
which, at the time when be first became known as 
a public writer, war, bad just renewed: to cry down 

* Soohia Life in tli& mo&ti’Gmax]slQ Dictionary of Aidho)'H, publlBlvod 
Ifvtoly at PIiiladelpMa, by Mr. AUbone. 



ilic old eivilization at tlie expense of the nwr: to 
point out our faults, arrogance, sliort-coiiiing-s, and 
give the republic to infer how much she was the 
parent state’s superior. There are writers oiiotigli 
in the United States, honest and otherwise, who 
preach that kind of doctrine. But the good Irving, 
the peaceful, the friendly, had no place for bitter- 
ness in his heart, and no scheme hut kindness. 
Eeceived in England with extraordinary tenderness 
and friendslup (Scott, Southey, Byron, a hundred 
others have borne witness to their l&ing for him), 
he was a messenger of goodwill and peace between 
his country and ours. “Sec, friends!” he seems to 
say, “these English are not so wicked, rapacious, 
callous, proud, as you have been taught to believe 
them. I went amongst them a liuinhle man; won 
my way by my pen; and, Avben known, found every 
hand held out to me with kindliness and welcome. 
Scott is a great man, yon acknowledge. Did not 
Scott’s King of England give a gold medal to him, 
and another to me, your countryman, and a 
stranger?” 

Tradition in the United States sllll fondly re- 
tains the history of the feasts and rejoicings which 
awaited Irving on his return to his native country 
from Euro]ift. Ue had a national welcome; ho 
stammered in his speeches, hid himself in confusion, 
llomtiMoui Papers. 21. d 
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and tlie people loved Mm all tlie better. He liad 
•worthily represented America in Europe. In that 
young community a man who brings home with him 
abundant European testimonials is still treated with 
respect (I have found American writers, of wide- 
world reputation, strangely solicitous about the 
opinions of quite obscure British critics, and elated 
or depressed by their judgments); aud .Irving went 
home medalled by the King, diplomatiKed by the 
University, crowned and honoured and admired. 
He had not in any way intrigued for his honours, 
he had fairly won them; and, in Irving’s instance, 
as in others, the old country was glad and eager to 
pay them. 

In America the love and regard for Irving was 
a national sentiment. Party wmrs are perpetually 
raging there, and are carried on hy the press with 
a rancour and fierceness against individuals which 
exceed British, almost Irish, virulence. It seemed 
to me, during a year’s travel in the country, as if 
no one ever aimed a blow at Irving. All men held 
their hand from that harmless, friendly, peacemaker. 
I had the good fortune to see him at New York, 
Philadelphia, Baltimore, and Washington,* and re- 

* At Waaliingtou, Mr. Irving eamo to a loctnro given by tho ivritor, 
wHcb Mr. Pllmore and Qonoral Pierce, tho President aud President 
Blectj wore also kind onougli to attend togotUor. “Two Kiagfl of 
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marked kow in every place he was lionoiu'od and 
welcome. Every large city has its “Irving House.” 
The country takes pride in the fame of its men of 
letters. The gate of his. own charming little domain 
on the beautiful Hudson Elver was for ever swing- 
ing before visitors who came to him. He shut out 
no one.’" I had seen many pictm-es of liis house, 
and read descriiitious of it, in both of which it was 
treated with a not unusual American exaggeration. 
It Was but a pretty little cabin of a place; the gen- 
tleman of the press who took notes of the place, 
whilst his kind old host was sleeping, might have 
visited the whole house in a couple of ininutea. 

And how came it that this house was so small, 
when Mr. Irving’s books wore sold by hundreds of 
thousands, nay, millions, when his profits were 
known to be Large, and the habits of life of the 
good old bachelor were notoriously modest, and 

meatfora sniolUng at one roao," says Irvlag, looking np wStk Ws good- 
hupioutfud amilo. 

* Mr. Irving described to mo, ivitli that humour and good humour 
which he always kept, how, iunongat otker visitors, a mombor uf.tho 
British press who had carried Ids distinguished pen to 'America (wherd 
ha employed it in vilifying his own country) came to SiranysldOj in- 
tvodueod himself to Irving, partook of his wino and lauoUcnji, andin 
two days doscribod Mr. Irving, his Uonso, his nieces, hi.s miM, and his 
mnnuer of dozing afi.erw.«aa, in n Now. York paper. On .unmhor 
occasion, Irving said, laughing, “Two persons came to me, and one 
hold main conversationwhilstthdothormlsereanttbbkniyportraitl’’. 

4» 
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snnple? He had loved once in his life. The lady 
ho loved died; and he, whom all the world loved, 
never soTight to replace her. I can’t say liow much 
the thought of that fidelity has tonehed me. Does 
not the veiy cheerfulness of his after life add to the 
patlios of that untold story? To grieve always was 
not in his nature: or, when ho had. his sorrow, to 
bring’ all the world in to condole with him and be- 
moan it. Deep and quiet he lays the love of his 
heart, and buries it; arrd grass and flowers grow 
over the scarred ground in due time. 

Irving had s-ueh a small house and such narrow 
rooms, because there was a great number of people 
to occupy them. Ho could only afford to keep one 
old horse (which, laisy and aged as it was, managed 
once or twice to run away with that careless old 
horseman). He could only afford to give plain 
sherry to that .amiable Briti.sh paragraph-monger 
from New York, who saw the patriarch asleep over 
his modest, blameless crrp, and fetched tlie public 
into his private chamber to look at him. Irving 
coidd only live very modestly, because tlie wifeless, 
childle.ss man had a number of cliildren to whom lio 
was as a father. He had as many .as nine nieces, 
I am told — I saw two of these Ladies at his hoTise — 
with .all of whom the dear old man had .shared the 
produce of his labour and genius. 


NITj 
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a good man, my dear." One can’t but tliink 
of these last words of the veteran Chief of Letters, 
who had tasted and tested the value of worldly suc- 
cess, admiration, prosperity. Was Irving not ffood, 
and, of his works, was not hi.s life the best part? 
In his family, gentle, generous, good-liuinoured, af- 
fectionate, self-denying: in society, a delightful ex- 
ample of complete geiitlenianhood; quite unspoiled 
by prosperity, never obsequious . to the great (or, 
worse still, to the base and mean, as some pulilie 
men are forced to be in Lis and other countries); 
eager to acknowledge every contemporary’s merit; 
always kind and affable to tho young members of 
bis calling; in his professional bargains and mer- 
cantile dealings delicately honest and grateful; one 
of the most ehanning masters of onr lighter language; 
the constant friend to us and our nation; to men of 
letters doubly dear, not for his wit and genius 
merely, but as an cxamplar of goodness, probity, 
and pure life: — I don’t know what sort of testimonial 
will be raised to liim in his own country, where 
generous and eiithu.siastic acknowledgment of Ameri- 
can merit is never wanting: but Irving was in onr 
service us well as theirs; and as they have placed a 
stone at Greenwich yonder in memory of that gallant 
young Itellnt, who shared the perils and fate of 
some of our Arctic seamen, I would like to hear of 
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some memorial raised by English 'writers and friends 
of letters in afteetionate remembrance of the rloiu' 
and good Washington Ir^dng. 

As for the other writer, whose departure many 
friends, some few most dearly-loved relatives, and 
multitudes of admiring readers deplore, our re- 
public has already decreed bis statue, and be must 
have hnoiv'n (hat he had earned this posthumous 
Jionour. He is not a poet and man of letters 
merely, hut citizen, statesman, a great British worthy. 
Almost from the first moment when he appears, 
amongst hoys, amongst college students, amongst 
men, he is marked, and takes rank as a great 
Englishman. All sorts of .successes are easy to him: 
as a lad he goes down into the arena with others, 
and wins all the prizes to which he has a mind. A 
place in the senate is straightway offered to the 
young man. He takes his seat there; he speaks, 
when so minded, without party anger or intrigue, 
but not without party faith and a sort of heroic 
enthusiasm for his cause. Still ho is poet and 
philosopher even more than orator. That he may 
have leisure and means to pursue his darling studies, 
ho absents bimself for a while, and accepts a ricbly - 
remunerative post in the East. As learned a man 
may live in a cottage or a college common-roorn; 
but it always seemed to me that ample means and 


recognized rant -were Macaulay’s as of riglit. Years 
ago tliere was a wretclied outcry raised teeauso Mr. 
Macaulay dated a letter from Windsor Castle, wtera 
lie was staying. Immortal gods! Was this man 
not a fit guest for any palace in the world? or a fit 
companion for any man or woman in it? I dare 
say, after Ansterlitz, the old K. K. court officials 
and footmen sneered at Mapoleon for dating from 
Schtinbrunn. But that miserable “Windsor Castle" 
outcry is an echo out of fast-retreating old-world 
remembrances. The place of snch a natural cMe£ 
was amongst the first of the land; and that country 
is best, according to our British notion at least, 
where the man of eminence has the best chance of 
investing Ills genius and intellect. 

If a company of giants wore got together, very 
likely one or two of the mere six-feet-six people 
might he angry at the incontestable superiority of 
the very tallest of the party: and so I have heard 
some, London wits, rather peevish at Macaulay’.s 
superiority i complain that he occupied too much of 
the talk, and so forth. Now that wonderful tongue 
is to speak no more, will not many a man grieve 
that he no longer has the chance to Imton? To re- 
member the talk is to wonder: to think not only 
oi' the trea.surcs he had in his memory, but of the 
trifles he had stored there, and could produce with 



eq[ual readiness. Almost on tlie last day I liad tie 
fortune to see him, a conversation happened sud- 
denly to spring up ahont senior -wranglers, and 
■ivhat they had done in after life. To the almost 
terror of the persons present, Macaulay began -with 
the senior -wrangler of 1801-2-.3-4, and so on, giving 
the name of each, and relating his subsequent career 
and rise. Every man -who has known him has bis 
Story reg-arding that astonishing memory. It may 
he that he -was not ill pleased that you should re- 
cognize it; but to those prodigious intellectual feats, 
■which -were so easy to him, who would grudge his 
tribute of homage? His talk was, in a word, ad- 
mirable, and we admired it. 

Of the notices which have appeared regarding 
Lord. Macaulay, up to the day when the present 
lines are written (the 9th of Januaiy), the reader 
should not deny himself the pleasure of looking 
especially at two. It is a good sign of the times 
when such articles as these (I mean the articles in 
The Times and Saturday Meview) appear in our 
public prints .about our public men. They educate 
;us, as it were, to admire rightly. An uiiinstructcd 
person in a museum or at a concert may pas.s by 
without recognizing a picture or a pa,ssago of iinisic, 
which the connoisseur by his side may sliow Jiiui i.s 
a mustei-piece of harmony, or a wonder of artistic 


skill. After reading these papers you like and re- 
spect more the person you have admired so much 
already. And so with regard to Macaulay’s style 
there may he faults of course — what critic can’t 
point them out? But for the nonce we are not 
talking about ftuilts : we want to say nH nisi honum- 
Well — take at hazard any three pages of the “Es- 
says” or “History;” — and, glimnrering below the 
stream of the narrative, as it were, you, an average 
reader, see one, two, three, a half-score of allusions 
to other historic facts, characters, literature, poetry, 
with which you are ticquaintod. Why is this epithet 
used? Whence is that simile di’awn? How does 
he iiiauage, in two or three words, to paint an in- 
dividual, of to indicate a landscape? Youf neigh'* 
hour, who has Ms reading, and his little stock of 
literature stowed away in his mind, shall detect 
more points, allusions, happy touche.s, indicating 
not only tlie prodigious memory and vast learning 
of this master, hut the wonderful industry, the 
honest, humble previous toil of this great scholar. 
He reads twenty books to write a sentence; he 
travels a Irandi’ed miles to make a line of descrip- 
tion. 

Mliny Londoners— -not all— -have seen tlie British 
Museum Library. I speak ii emiir and pray 

the kindly reader to hear with. me. I have seen 
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all sorts of domes of Peters and Pauls, Sophia, 
Pantli con, —what not?— and have been struck by 
none of them so much as by that catholic dome in 
Bloomsbury, under which our million volumes are 
housed. What peace, what love, what truth, what 
beauty, what happiness for all, what generous^ kind- 
ness for you and me, are here spread out! It seems 
to me one cannot sit down in that place without a 
heart full of gratofnl reverence. I own to have said 
my grace at the table, and to have thanked, heaven 
for this my English birtlu-ight, freely to partake of 
these bountiful books, and to speak the trutli I find 
there. Pnder the dome which held Macaulay’s brain, 
and from which his solemn eyes looked oxit on the 
world but a fortnight since, what a vast, brilliant, 
and wonderful store of learning was ranged I what 
strange lore would he not fetch for you at your 
bidding! A volume of law, or history, a book of 
poetry familiar or forgotten (except by himself who 
forgot nothing), a novel ever so old, and lie had it 
at hand. I spoke to him once about “ Clari,sija.” 
“Not read ‘Cliuissai’” he cried out. “If you have 
once thoroughly entered on ‘Clarissa’ and are in- 
fected by it, you can’t leave it. When I wa.s iii 
India I passed one hot season at tlie hills, and there 
■^rero the Governor-General, and the Secretary of 
Government, and the Oominandor-in-Chief, and their 
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u-iver;. I had ‘Clarissa’ with me: and, as soon 
as they began to read, the whole station ^ras in a 
passion of excitement about Miss Ilarlowe and her 
misfortunes, and her scoundrelly Lovelace! The 
Governor’s wife seized the book, and the Secretai-}’’ 
waited for it, and the Chief Justice could, not read 
it for tears!” He acted the whole scene: he paced 
np and down the “Athenseum” library; I dare say 
he could have spoken pages of the book — of that 
book, and of what countless piles of others! 

In this little paper let ns keep to the text of 
nil nisi ionum. One paper I have read regarding 
Lord Macai.;lay says “he had no heart." Wliy, a 
man’s books may not always speak the truth, hut 
they speak his mind in spite of himself: and it 
aeolns to me this man’s heart is beating through 
every page he penned. He is always in a storm of 
revolt and indignation against wrong, craft, tyranny. 
How he cheers heroic resistance; how he backs and 
applauds freedom struggling for its own; how he hates 
scoundrels, ever so victorious and successful; how 
he recognizes goiiins, though selfish villains posses-sit! 
The critic who says Maeanlay had no heart, mightsay 
that Johnson had none: and two men more generous, 
and more loving, and more hating, and more partial, 
and more noble, do not live in our history. Those 
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■who knew Lord Macaulay knew how admirably 
tender and generous,* and aifectionate he was. It 
■was not his business to bring his family before the 
theatre footlights, and call for bouq[nets from the 
gallery as he wept over them. 

If any young man of letters reads this little 
sermon — and to him, indeed, it is addressed — I 
would say to him, “Bear Scott’s words in your mindj 
and yood, my dear.'" Here are two literary men 
gone to their account, and, laus Deo., as far as we 
know, it is fair, and open, and clean. Here is no 
need of apologies for shortcomings, or explanations 
of vices which would have been virtues but for 
unavoidable &c. Here are two examples of men 
most differently gifted: each pursuing his calling; 
each speaking his truth as God bade him; each 
honest in his life; just and irreproachable in his 
dealings; dear to his friends; honoured by his 
country; beloved at his fireside. It has been the 
fortunate lot of both to give incalculable happiness 
and delight to the world, which thank.S them in 
return with an immense kindliness, respect, affection. 
It may not be our chance, brother scribe, to bo 

boon found , on examining Bord Macaulay’s itaiicrs , that ho wna in the 
habit of giving away more than a fourth pa l of his annual incomo. 
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endowed witli sucli merit, or rewarded with such 
fame. But the rewards of these men are rewards 
paid to our service. We may not win the baton or 
epaulettes; hut God give us .strength to guard the 
honour of the flag! 
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ON HALF A LOAF. 

A IBTTEE TO MESSRS. BROADWAY, BATTERY AUD CO., 
OF NEW YOEK, BANKERS. 


Is it all over? May we lock up the case of in- 
struments? Have we signed our wills; settled up 
our affairs ; pretended to talk and rattle quite cheer- 
fully to the women at dinner, so that they should 
not be alamed; sneaked away under some pretext, 
and looked at the children sleeping in their beds 
with their little unconscious tlmmb.s in their months, 
and a flush on the soft-pillowed cheek; made every 
arrangement with Colonel MacTnrk, who acts as 
our second, and knows the other principal a great 
deal too well to think he will ever give in ; invented 
a monstrous figment about going to .shoot pheasants 


witli Mac in the morning, so as to soothe the anxious 
fears of the clear mistress of the house; early as the 
hoar appointed for the — the little affair — was, have we 
been awake hours and hours sooner; risen before day- 
light, with a faint hope, perhaps, that MacTurk might 
have come to some arrangement with the other side; 
at seven o’clock (confound his punctuality!) heard 
his cah-wheel at the door, and let him in looking- 
perfectly trim, fresh, jolly, and well shaved; driven 
off’ with him in the cold moniing, after a very un- 
satisfactory breakfast of coffee and stale bread-and- 
butter (which choke, somehow, in the sArallowing); 
driven off to Wormwood Scrubs in the cold, muddy, 
misty, moonshiny morning; stepped out of the cab, 
where Mac has bid the man to halt on a retired 
spot in the common; in one minute more, seen 
another cah arrive, from which descend two gen- 
tlemen, one of whom has a case like Ma,cTurk’s 
under his arm; — looked round and round the soli- 
tude, and seen not one single sign of a policeman — ■ 
no, no more than in a row in London; — deprecated 
the horrible necessity which drives civilised men to 
the use of powder and buUot;^ — taken ground as 
ffnnly as may be, and looked on whilst Mae is 
neatly loading his weapons; and when all ready^ and 
one looked for the decisive One, Two, Three— have 
we even heard Captain O’Toole (the secoad of the 
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other walk up, and say: “Colonel Mac- 

Turk, I am desired by my principal to declare at 
this eleventh — this twelfth hour, that he is willing 
to own that he sees he has been weong in the dis- 
pute which has arisen between him and your Iriend; 
that he apologizes for offensive expressions which ho 
has used in the heat of the quarrel; and regrets the 
course he has taken?” If something like this has 
happened to you, however great your courage, you 
have been glad not to fight; — however accurate your 
aim, you have been pleased not to fire. 

On the sixth day of January in this year sixty- 
two, what hundreds of thousands — I may say, what 
millions of Eugiislimeu, wmre in the position of the 
personage here sketched— Christian men, I hope, 
shocked at the dreadful necessity of battle; aware 
of the horrors whieb the conflict must produce, and 
yet feeling that the moment was come , and that 
there was no arbitrament left but that of steel and 
cannon! My reader, perhaps, lias been in America. 
If be has, he knows what good people are to be found 
there; how polished, how generous, how gentle, how 
courteous. But it is not the voices of those you hear iu 
the roar of Jiate, . defiance, folly, falsehood, which 
comes to us across the Atlantic. You can’t hear 
gentle voices; very many who could speak are 
afraid. Mon must go forward, or be crushed by the 
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iiiiidcleiied crowd TioMiid them. I sujipo.se after the 
perpetration of that act of — what ishall we call it? — 
of .sudden war, which ‘Wilkes did, and Everett 
approved, most of txs believed that battle was in- 
evitable. Wlio has not read the American papers 
for six weeks past? Did you ever think the United. 
State,? Government would give' up: those Commis- 
sioners? I never did, for my part. It seems to me 
the United States Government have done the most 
courageous act of the wav. Before that act was 
done, what an excitement prevailed in London! In: 
every Club there was a parliament sitting in per- 
manence; in every domestic gathering this subject 
was sure to form a main part of the talk. Of course 
I have seen many people who have travelled in 
America, and heard them on this matter — friexids of 
the South, friends of the North, Mends of peace, 
find American stoeldiolders in plenty. — “They will 
never give up the men, sir,” that was the opinion 
on all sides; and, if they w’ould not, we knew what 
wa.s to happen. 

for weeks past this nightmare of war has been 
riding u.s. 'Die City was already gloomy enough. 
When a great domestic grief and misfortune visits 
the chief person of the State, the heart of the pjeople, 
too, is sad and awe-stricken. It might be this 
sorrow and trial were but presages of gieater tiials 
Itoimiulout Paiwrs. 11. 5 i 
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and sorrow to come. What if the sorrow of war is 
to be added to the other calamity? Such forebo- 
dings have formed the theme of many a man’s talk, 
and darkened many a fireside. Then came the 
rapid orders for ships to arm and troops to depai-t. 
How many of us have had to say farewell to friends 
whom duty called away with their rog-iments; on 
whom we strove to look cheerfully, as we shook 
their hand.s, it might he for the last time; and whom 
our thoughts depicted, treading the snows of the 
immense Canadian frontier, where their intrepjid 
little band might have to face the assaults of other 
enemies than winter and rough weather! 1 went to 
a play one night, and protest I hardly know what 
was the entertainment which passed before my eyes. 
In the next stall was an American gentleman, who 
knew me. “Good heavens, sir,” I thought, “is it 
decreed that you and I are to be authorized to 
murder each other next week; that my people shall 
he bombarding your cities, destroying your navies, 
making a hideous desolation of your coast; that 
our pe<aoefal frontiers shall be subject to fire, ivipine, 
and murder?” “They will never give up the men,” 
said the Englishman. “They will never give up the 
men," said the American. And the Christmas piece 
which the actors were playing proceeded like a piece 
in a dream. To make the grand comic ])evlbrmance 
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doubly comic, my neighbour presently informed me 
liow one of tlie best friends I bad in America — the 
most hospitable, kindly, amiable of men, from Tvbom 
T bad twice received the warmest ■welcome and. tlio 
most deliglitful hospitality— was a prisoner in Port 
Warren, on (diarges by which bis life perhaps might 
lie risked. I think that wa.s the most dismal Christ- 
mas fun wbieh these eyes ever looked on. 

Cany out that notion a little farther, and depict 
ten thousand, a hundred thousand homes in England 
saddened by the thm.ight of the coming- calamity, 
and oppressed, by tlie pervading gloom. My next- 
door neigiibonr perhaps lias j^nrted with her son. 
N'o'w the ship in which he is, with a tlionaand brave 
comrades, is jdonghing tliroirgli the stormy midnight 
ocean. Presently (under the flag we know of) the 
thin rod line in wliich her boy forms a speck, is 
wdnding its -way through the vast Canadian snows. 
Another neighbour’s boy is not gone, but is expect- 
ing orders to sail; and some one else, besides the 
circle at home maybe, is in prayer and terror, think- 
ing of the summons which calls the young sailor 
away. By tiresides modest and splendid, all over 
the three kingdoms, that sorrow is keeping -watch, 
and myriads of hearts beating with tlia,t thought, 
“Will they give up the men?” 

1 don’t know how, on the first day after the 
h* 
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capture of the Soiitliem Comiiaitifiioners -svat! an- 
noiEiced, a rumour got abroad in London tliat ilie 
taking of the men was an act according to law, of 
which our nation, could take no notice. It %vas said 
that the law authorities had so declared, and a veiy 
noble testimony to the loyalty of Englishmen, I 
think, was shown by the instant submission of high- 
spirited gentlemen, most keenly feeling that the 
nation had been subject to a coarse outrage, who 
were silent when told that the law was with the 
aggressor. The relief which presently came, wlien, 
after a pause of a day, we found that law was ou 
our side, was indescribable. The nation miyM then 
take notice of tliis insult to its honour. Never were 
people more eager than ours when they found they 
had a right to reparation. 

I have talked during the last week with many 
English holders of America, n securities, who, of 
coirrse, have been aware of the threat held over 
them. “England,” says the Nm Yorlc Herald^ 
“cannot afford to go to war with us, for .six hundred 
millions’ worth of American stock is owned, hy 
British subjects, which, iu event of hostilities, would 
he coiiliscated; and we now call upon (.ho Compiinics 
not to take it off theii’ hands on any terms. Let itn 
forfeiture he field over lE/ngland as a weapon in ter- 
rorem. British subjects have two or three bundreti 
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millions of dollars invested in ahijiping and. otlier 
]iroperly in the United States. All this property, 
together with the stocks, would he seized, amount- 
ing to nine hundred millions of dollars. Will Eng- 
land incur this tremeudous loss for a mere abstrac- 
tion?" 

Whether “a mere abstraction” here . means the 
abstraction of the two Southern Commissioners from 
under our flag, or the abstract idea of injiu'ed 
honour, which seems ridiculous to the SeraU, it is 
needless to ask. I have spoken with many men 
who have money invested in the States, hut I de- 
clare I have not met one English gentleman whom 
the publieation of this threat ha.s influenced for a 
moment. Our people have nine hundred millions of 
dollars invested in the United States, have they? 
And the Jlerald “calls upon the Companies” not to 
take any of this debt off our hands. Let us, on 
onr side, entreat the English press to give this an- 
nouncement every publicity. Let us do everything 
in our power to make this “call upon the Ameri- 
cans” well known in England. I hope English 
newspaper editors will print it, and print it again 
and again. It is not we -who say this of Ameiican 
citizens, but American citizens who say this of 
them.selves. “Bull is odious. W'^e can’t bear Bull. 
He is haughty, arrogant, a braggart, and a blusterer; 
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and we can’t tear brag ancj bluster in our modest 
find decorous country. We hate Bull, and if he 
quarrels with us on a point in which we are in the 
vrrong, we hare goods of his in our custody, and we 
will rob him!” Suppose your Loudon banker say- 
ing to yon, “Sir, I have filways thought your 
manners disgusting, and your arrogance insupport- 
able. You dare to complain of iny conduct because 
I have wi’ongfully imprisoned Joiic.s. My answer 
to your vulgar interference is, that I confiscate your 
balance!” 

What wordd bo an English merchant’s character 
after a few snch transactions? It is not improbable 
that the moralists of the lleralil would call him a 
rascal. Why have the United States been paying 
seven, eight, ten per cent, for money for yefii’s pfist, 
•when the same commodity can be got else-whore at 
half that rate of interest? Why, because though 
among the richest proprietors in the world, creditors 
were not sure of them. So the States have had to 
pay eighty millions yearly for the use of money 
which would cost other borrowers but thirty. Add 
up this item of extra interest alone for a dozen 
years, and sec what a prodigious penalty the States 
have been paying for repudiation here and there, 
for sharp practice, for doubtful credit. Suppose the 
peace is kept between us, the remembrance of this 
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last throat alone will cost the States inillibns an.d mil- 
lions more. If they must lave money, we must have a 
greater interest to insure dur jeopardised caintal. Uo 
Aruericaii Companies want to borrow money — as want 
to borrow they will? Mr. Brown, show the gentle- 
men that extract from the Neio Yorlc Herald^ which 
declares that the United State.s will conli.scate private 
property in the event of a war. As the country 
newspapers say, “Please, country papers, copy this 
paragraph." And, gentlemen in America, when the 
honour of your nation is called in question, please 
to remember that it is the American pre.ss which 
glories in announcing that you are jwepared to he 
rogues. 

And when this war has drained uncounted 
hundreds of millions more orit of the United States 
exchequer, will they he richer or more inclined to 
pay debts, or less willing to evade them, or morq 
popular with their creditors, or more likely to get 
money from men whom they deliberately announce 
that they will cheat? I have not followed the 
lleraU on tlio “stone-sliip” question— that great 
naval victory appears to me not less horrible and 
wicked than suicidal. Block the harbours for ever; 
destroy the inlets of the commerce of the world; 
perish cities, — so that we may wi-eak an injury on 
them. It is the talk of madmen, but not the less 
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wicked. The act injiu’es the whole EepuHic; but 
it is perpetrated. It is to deal harm to ages hence; 
but it is done. The Indians of old used to burn 
women and their unborn children. This stone-ship 
business is Indian warfai’e. And it is performed by 
men who tell ns every week that they are at the 
head of civilization, and that the Old World is de- 
crepit, and cruel, and barbarous as compared to 
theirs.' ■ 

The same politicians who throttle commerce at 
its neck, and threaten to confiscate trust-money, say 
that when the war is over, and the South is sub- 
dued, then the turn of the old country will come, 
and a dhefnl retribution shall be taken for our con- 
duct. This has been the cry all through the war. 
“'W’e should have conq^uered the South,” says an 
American paper which I read this very day, “but 
for England.” Was there ever Such puling heard 
from men who have an awny of a million, and who 
turn and revile a people who have stood as aloof 
from their contest as we have from the war of Troy? 
Or is it an oritcry made with malice prepense? And 
is the song of the Acio York Times a variation of the 
Herald tunc ?—“ The conduct of the Britisli, in fold- 
ing tlieir arms and taking no part in the fight, has 
been .so base that it has caused the prolongation of 
the war, and occasioned a prodigious expense on 
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our part. Therefore, as we have British properly 
in our iiaiicls, we &c, &c.” The lamb troubled the 
water dreadfully, and the wolf, in a rig]iteou.s in- 
dignation , “ confiscated” him. Of course we have 
heard that at an undisturbed time G-reat Britain 
would never have dared to press its claim for re- 
dress. Did the United. States wait until we were at 
peace with France before they "went to war with us 
last? Did Mr, Seward yield the claim which be con- 
fesses to be just, until he himself was menaced with 
wmr? Hoir long were the Southern gentlemen Icept 
in prison? What caused them to he set free? and 
did the Cabinet of Washington see its einor before 
(jr after the demand for redress?* The captor was 
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feasted at Boston, and tlie captires in prison liard 
1)}^. If the wrong-doer was to bo punished, it was 
Captain Wilkes wbo ought to have gone into limbo. 
At any rate, as “the Cabinet of Washington could 
not give its approbation to the commander of the 
‘San Jacinto,”’ why were the meir not sooner set 
free? To sit at the Treniont Hou.se, and hear the 
captain after dinner give his opinion on international 
law, would have been better sport for the prisoners 
than the grim salle-hrmanger at Fort Warren. 

I read in the commercial news brought by the 
“Teutonia," and published in London on the present, 
13th January, that the pork market was generally 
quiet on the 29th December last; that lard, though 
with more activity, was heavy and decidedly lower; 
and at Philadeljjhia, whisky is steady and stocks 
firm, Stocks are fii-m: that is a comfort for, the 
English holders, and the confiscating process re- 
commended by the Herald is at least deferred. But 
presently comes an announcement which is not (piito 
so cheering:— -“The Saginaw Central Eailway Com- 
pany (let us call it) has postponed its January di- 
vidend on account of the distiubod condition of 
public affairs.” 

Ala, lonne Imure. The hond-and share-holders of 
the Saginaw must look for loss and depression in 
times of war. Tliis is one of war’s dreadful taxes 
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and necessities; and all sorts of innoeent people must 
suffer by the misfortuiie. The com was bigh at 
Waterloo when a hundred and fifty thousand men 
came and trampled it down on a Sabhatli iiiorning'. 
There, was no help for that calamity, and the 
Belgian farmers lost their crops for the year. Per- 
liMjiK I am a farmer myself — an innocent colonus; 
and instead of being, able to get to cburcli with my 
family, have to see srpiadi'ons of French dragoons 
thundering upon my barley, and squares of English 
infantry forming and trampling all over my oats. 
(By the way, in writing of “Panics,” an ingenions 
writer in the Atlantic Maffazine says that the British 
panics at Waterloo were frequent and notorious). 
Well, I am a Belgian peasant, and I see the British 
running away and the French cutting the fugitives 
down. What have I done that these men should be 
Idcliing down my peaceful harvest for me, on wliioh 
I counted to pay my rent, to feed my horses, my 
household, my cbildi-en? It is hard. But it is the 
fortune of war. But suppose the battle over; the 
.Frenchman says, “You scoundrel! why did you not 
take a part with me? and why did yon stand like a 
double-faced traitor looking on? I should have won 
the battle but for yon. And I hereby confiscate the 
farm you stand on, and you and your family may 
go to the workhouse.” 
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The New York press kolds this argument over 
Engii.sh peojJe in terrorem. “We Americans may be 
ever so wrong in the matter in dispute, hut if you 
push U.S to a war, we will confiscate your English 
property." Very good. It is peace now. Confidence 
of course is restored between u.s. Our eighteen 
hundred peace commissioners have no occasion to 
open their mouths; and the little eprestion of con- 
fiscation is postponed. Messrs. Battery, Broadway 
and Go., of New York, have the kindness to sell my 
Saginaws for what they will fetch. I shall lose half 
my loaf very likely; but for the sake of a quiet life, 
let us give up a certain quantity of farinaceous food; 
and half a loaf, you know, is better than no bread 
at all. 
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THE NOTCH ON THE AXE.— A STOEY A 
LA MODE. 


P A E T I. 

Evsey one vemembers iu tlie Poiirtli Book of the 
immortal poem of your Blind Bard, (to whose sight- 
less orbs no doubt Glorious Shapes were apparent, 
and Visions Celestial,) how Adam diseourses to Eve 
of the Bright Visitors who hovered round their 
Eden — 

•' Millions of spiritual creatures walk the earth, 

Unseen, both when we wake and when wo sleep." 

‘“How often,’ says Father Adam, ‘from the steep 
of echoing hill or thicket, have we heard celestial 
voieG.s to the midnight air, sole, or ro.sponsive to 
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eacli other’s notes, singing!’ After tlie Act of Dis- 
obedience, when the erring pair from Eden took 
their solitary way, and went forth to toil and tronhle 
on common earth — though the Grlorions Ones no 
longer were visible, you cannot say they were gone. 
It was not that the Briglit Ones were absent, but 
that the dim eyes of rebel man no longer could see 
them. In your chamber hangs a picture of one 
whom yon never knew, hut whom you have long 
held in tenderest regard, and who was painted, for 
yon hy a friend of mine , the Knight of Plympton. 
She communes with you. She smiles on you. When 
your spirits are low, her bright eyes shine on you 
and cheer you. Her innocent .sweet smile is a caress 
to you. She never fails to soothe you with her 
speechless prattle. You love her. She is alive with 
yon. As yon extinguish your candle and turn to 
sleep, though your eyes see her not, is she not there 
still smiling? As you lie in the night awake, and 
thinking of your duties, and the morroAv’s inevitable 
toil oppressing the busy, weary, Avakeful brain as 
Avitli a remorse, the crackling fire flashes up for a 
moment in the grate, and she is there, jniur little 
Beauteous .Maiden, smiling Avith her SAveet (3yes! 
When moon is down, when fire is out, A^rlien curtains 
are draAvni, Avhen lids are closed, is she not there, 
the little Beautiful One, tliongh invisible, present 
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ami Hniliiiji' plill? Friend, tlie Unseen Ones are 
round aljout u.s. Does it not seem as if the time 
were drawing near when it shall he given to men 
to liohold them?” 

The print of which my friend spoke, and whicli, 
indeed, hangs in my room, though he lias never 
heeii there, is tliat charming little winter jiiece of 
Sir Jo.shua, reprosentiiig the little Lady Caroline 
Jilontague, afterwards Duchess of Bueclench, She is 
ropresQuted as standing in the midst of a winter 
landscape, wi'apped in muff and cloak; and she look-s 
out of her picture with a smile so exfpiisite that a 
Herod could not .see her without being charmed. 

*‘I beg your pardon, Mr. Pinto,” I said to the 
person with whom I was convershig. (I wonder, 
by the way, that I was not .snrpi’iscd-at his knowing 
how fond I am of this print.) “You spoke of the 
Knight of Plympton. Sir Joshua died, 1792: and 
you say he was your dear friend?" 

As I spoke I chanced to look at Mr. Pinto ; and 
then it suddenly struck me: Gracious powers! Per- 
haii.s you are a hundred years old, now I think of 
it. You look more than a hundred. Yes, you may 
be a thousand years old for what 1 know. Your 
teetk are false. One eye is evidently false. Can I 
say that the other is not? If a man’s age may bo 
calculated by the rings round his eyes, this man 
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may be as old as Metliusaleb, He has no bean]. 
He wears a large cnrly glossy brown wig, and his 
eyebrows are painted a deep olive-green. It was 
odd to hear this man, this walking miiinmy, talking 
seritiiuent, in these queer old chambers in Shepherd’s 
Inn. 

Pinto passed a yellow bandanna liandkerchief 
over his awful white teeth, and kept In’s glass eye 
steadily fixed on me. “Sir Joshua’s friend?” said 
he (yon perceive, eluding my direct question). “Is 
not every one that knows his pictures Eeynolds’s 
friend? Suppose I tell you that I have been in his 
painting room scores of times, and that his sister 
Thd lias made me tea, and his sister Toffy has made 
coffee for me? You will only say I am an old 
ombog.” (Mr. Pinto, I remarked, spoke all languages 
with an accent equally foreign.) “Suppose I tell 
you that I know Mr. Sam Johnson, and did not 
like him? that I was at that very hall at Madame 
Cornelis’, which you have mentioned in one of your 
little — what do you call them? — hah! my memory 
begins to fail me — in one of your little Whirligig 
Papers? Suppose I tell you that Sir Joshua has 
been here, in this very room?” 

“Have yon, then, had these apartments for — 
more — thau—seventy years?” I asked. 

“They look as if they had not been swept for 
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Ili.'iL iliiio — Oiej-? Hey? I did not s.ay flnil T 
Lnd tJiem for .seventy years, but tbat Sir Joslma lias 
visited 1110 hero.” 

“WIiGii?” I asked, eyeing the rnnu sternly, for 
I began to think ho was an iiiipostor. 

lie ansivered me with a glance still more stem: 
“Bir Joshua Eeynolds was here this very morning, 
with Angolioa Kanfinann and Mr. Oliver Golrl- 
sclnnidt. He is still very imich attached to Ange- 
lica, nlio .still doD,s not earo for him, Becamso he is 
dead (and 1 wa.s in the, fourth monrniug coach at liis 
funeral) is that any reason why he should not come 
hack to earth again? My good air, yon are laugh- 
ing at me. Tie has sat many a- time on that very 
clmir which ymi are occupying. There are several 
spirits in tlie room now, whom you cannot, see. Ex- 
cvisf) me.” llcre he turned round as if he ivas ad- 
dressing soinehody, and began rapidly sjieaking a 
language unknown to me. “It is Arabic, ” he said; 
“a bad patois J. own. 1 learned it in Ihirbary, udioii 
J tvn.s a privouer amongst the Moors. In anno 1609, 
hill iok aldits glickledt ghegliaen. Ha! yon doubt 

mo: look at me well. At least I am like ” 

r’erhaps some of my readers remeinlicr a paper 
in which i sjinke of the figure of a man carry- 
ing a, hfirrcl wliicli I copied from an old spoon 
in my pos, session. As I looked at Mir. I’into 
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now 
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I do declare he looked so, like the figure on 
that old piece of plate that I started and felt 
very uneasy. “Ha!” siud he, laughing through 
his false teetli (I declare they -were false — I could 
see utterly toothless gums working up and dou'u 
behind the pink coral), “you see I wore a heard 
den; I am .shafed now; perhaps you tink I am a 
spoon. Ha, ha!” And as he laughed he gaye a 
cough which I thought would have coughed his 
teeth out, Ms glass eye out, his wig off, his very 
head off; hut he stopped this convulsion hy stumjoing 
across the room and seizing a, little bottle of bright 
pink medicine, wliich, being opened, spread a 
singular acrid aromatic odour through the apartment; 
and I thought I saw — but of this I cannot take an 
affirmation — a light green and violet flame flickering 
round the neck of the phial as he opened it. By 
the way, from the peculiar stumping noise winch ho 
made in crossing the hare-hoarded apartment, I 
knew at once that my ati-ange entertainer had a 
wooden leg. Over the dust wliieh lay quite thiok 
on the boards, you could see the mark of one fool 
very neat and pretty, and then a round 0, which 
was naturally the impression made by the wooden 
stump. I own I had a queer thrill as I saw that 
mark; and felt a secret comfort that it was not 
ehven. 



In. this desolate apartment in which Mr. Pinto had 
invited me to see him, there were three chairs, one 
bottomless, a little table on which, you might put a 
breakfa.st-tray, and not a single other article of 
furniture. In the next room, the door of which was 
open, I could see a magnificent gilt dressiug-case, 
with some splendid diamond and ruby shirt-studs 
lying by it, and a chest of drawers, and a cupboard 
apparently full of clothes. 

liemembei’ing him in Baden Baden in great 
magnificence, I wondered at his present denuded 
state. “You have a house elsewhere, Mr, Pinto?" I 
said. 

“Many," says he. “I have apartments in many 
cities. I look dem up, and do not carry mosh 
iogish." 

I then remembered that his apartment at Baden, 
where I first met him, was hare, and had no bed 
in it. 

“There is, then, a sleeping-room beyond?" 

“This is the sleeping-room.” (He pronounces it 
dis. Can this, hy the way, give any clue to the 
nationalitj^ of this .singular man?) 

“If you sleep on these two old chairs you have 
a rickety couch; if on the floor, a dusty one.” 

“Suppose 1 sleep up dere?” said this strange 
man, and he actually pointed; up to the ceiling. I 

e-» 
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tljrmght liirn mad, or Avliat he himself cnlleil ‘'mi 
omhog." “I know. Yon do not beljc■^'0 me; liir 
w!iy should I deceive you? I came but to pro|His(! 
a nirattei- of businoss to you. I told yon I could 
give you the clue to the mystery of the Turn Chil- 
dren in Jilack, ivliom you met at Baden, and yon 
came to see me. If I told yon you would not be- 
lieve me. What for try and couvins you? lla 
heyV” And he shook his hand ouco, twice, thrico, 
at me, and glared at me out of his eye in a peculiar 
way. 

Of what hajjpened now I pro(e.st I eaiiuot give 
an accurate account. It seemed to me that there 
shot a flame from his eye into my hrain, whilst be- 
hind his eye there was a gi-ecn illumination as 
if a candle had heeii lit in it. It seemed to me 
that from his long fingers two quivering flame.s i.s- 
sued, s))uttering, as it were, which penetrated me, 
;iml forced me hack into one of the cliairs-— the 
broken one — out of which I had much difficulty in 
scrambling, Avlion the strange glamom- was cmded. 
It seemed to me that, when I was so fixed, so trans- 
fixed in the broken chair, the man floated up to the 
ceiling, crossed his leg’s, folded his arms as if he 
was lying on a sofii, and grinned down at me. 
When 1 came to myself ho was down from the 
ceiling, and, taking mo out of the broken cane- 
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lK)tli>med cliair, kindly enough — “Bahl” said ho, “it 
is tlic smell of my medicine. It often gives the 
vertigo. I thought you would have had a little tit. 
Gome into the open air,” And we went down the 
steps, and into Shepherd’s Inn, w'hcre the setting 
sun was just shining on the statne of Shepherd| 
the laundresses wore trapesing ahoirt; the porters 
Were leaning against the railing.^; and the clerk,? 
were jdayiug at marbles, to my inexpressible con- 
solation. 

“You said you were going to dine at the ‘Gray’s- 
inn CoffeO'houso,”’ ho said. I was. I often dine 
there. There is excellent wine at the “Gray’s-inn 
Coffee-house;” but I declare I neveu said so. I 
was not astonished at his remark; no more astonished 
than if I was in a dream. Perhaps I was in a 
dream. Is life a dream? Arc dreams facts? Is 
sleeping being really awake? I don’t know. I tell 
you I am puzzled. I have read “The Woman in 
White,” “The Strange Story” — not to mention that 
story “Stranger than Fiction” in the CorMll Maga- 
zb/e — that story for which thbee credible witiics.ses 
fire ready to vouch. I have had messages from the 
dead; and not only from the dead, hut from people 
who never existed at all. I own I am in a state of 
iiuich hewildorment; hut, if you please, will proceed 
with my simple, iny artless Btory; ■ 
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Well, tlien. We passed from ShopLord’s Inn 
into Holboni, and looked for a while at Woodgate’a 
bric-t\”brac shop, which I never can pass without 
delaying at the windows — indeed, if 1 were going 
to be hixng, I wonld beg the cart to stop, and lot 
me have one look more at that dcljghllul 07>iHiu»i 
gatherum. • And passing Woodgate’s, we Cinue to 
Gale’s little shop, “No. 47,” which is also a fa- 
votirito haunt of mine. 

Mr. Gale happened to be at hi.s door, and a.3 wo 
exchanged salutations, “Mr. Pinto,” I said, “will you 
like to see a real curiosity in this curiosity shop? 
Step into Mr. Gale’s little hack room.” ■ 

In that little hack parlour tliere are Chinese 
gongs; there are old Saxe and Sfivres plates; there 
is Ptirstenberg, Carl Theodor, Worcester, Arnstel, 
Nankin and other jira crockery. And in the corner 
what do you think there is? There is an actual 
GUILLOTINE. If yon doubt me, go and see — 
Gale, High Holborn, No. 47. It is a slim instru- 
ment, much slighter than those which they make 
now; — some nine feet high,- narrow, a pretty piece 
of upholstery enough. There is the hook over which 
the rope used to play which unloosened the dreadful 
axe above; and look! dropped into the orifice where 
the head nsed to go — there is xhb axe itself,' all rusty, 
with A GRliiAT NOTCH IN THH EI/ADH. 
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As Pinto looked at it — Mr. Gale was not iu the 
room, I recollect; happening to have been, just called 
out by a customer who offered him tlnce pound 
fourteen and sixpence for a blue Shepherd iu faU 
tfindrc, — Mr. Pinto gave a little start, and seemed 
ampo for a moment. Then he looked steadily to- 
wards one of those great porcelain stools which you 
see in gardens— and — it seemed to me — I tell you I 
won’t take my affidavit — I may have been maddened 
by the six glasses I took of that pink elixir — I may 
liavG boon sleep-walking: perliap,s am as I write 
now — I may have been under the influence of that 
astounding MEDIUM into whose hands I had fallen 
— ^but I vow I . heard Pinto say, with rather a ghastly 
grin at the liorcelain stool, 

“Nay, nofer ahague your gory locks at me, 

Don caust not say I did it.” 

(He pronounced it, by the way, I dii it, by which I 
hmv that Pinto was a German). 

I lieard Pinto say those very words, and sitting 
on the porcelain stool I saw, dimly at first, tlien 
Avith an awful distinctness — a ghost— an eidolon — a 
form — -A ID5ADLESS MAN Seated, Avith his head in his 
lap, Avhicli Avore an expression of piteous .surprise. 

At this minute, Mr. Gale entered from the front 
shop to shoAV a customer some delf plates; and he 
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did not see — ^Ijut loe did — the figiu-e rise up from t'lio 
porcelain stool, shake its head, 'vviiich it liold in its 
lifuid, and wliich kep)t its eyes fixed sadly on us, ami. 
disappear beMud the guillotine. 

“Come to the ‘Gray’s-inn Coffee-house,’” Pinto 
said, “and I ■wiU tell you how t/ie nakh c-mm to the 
axe." And we walked down Holborn at about thirty- 
seven minutes past six o’clock. 

If there is anything in the above statement which 
astonishes the reader, I pironiise him that in the next 
chapter of this little story he will be astonished still 
more. 



“Yon ■will excuse me,” I said, to iny compauiou, 
“for remarking-, tliat -vvlien you addressed the in- 
dividual sitting on the porcelain stool, ■with his head 
in his lap, yonr ordiuMily benevolent features” — 
(this I confess ■was a bouncer, for behveen ourselves 
a more sinister and ill-looking rascal than Mons. P, 
I have seldom set eyes on) — “your ordinarily hand- 
some face wore an expression that was by no means 
pleasing. You grinned at the individual just as you 

did at; me vrhen you went up to the eei , pardon 

me, ,as I fhour/U you did, when I fell down in a fit 
in your chambers;” and I qualified my words in a 
great flutter and tremhle; I did not care to offend 
the man — I did not dare to offend the man. I 
thought once or twice of jumping into a cab, and 
flying; of taking refuge in Day and Martin’s Blacking 
Wm-chouse; of speaking to a policeman, htit not on(3 
would come. 1 was this man’s slave. I follo^wed 
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liim like his dog. I cmiM not get away from him. 
So, you see, I went on meanly conversing witli him, 
and affecting a simpering confidence. I reitiemher, 
when I wa.s a little boy at school, going up fan-ning 
and smiling in this way to some great hulking bully 
of a sixth-form boy. So I said in a word, “Your 
ordinai'ily handsome face wore a disagreeable ex- 
pression,” &c. 

“It is ordinarily I’ery handsome,” said he, with 
such a leer at a couple of pa.ssers'by, that one of 
them cried, “Oh, crikey, here’s a precious guy!" 
and a child, in it.s nurse’s. arms, screamed itself into 
convulsions. “ Oh, otd, ohe smm trh-choU grtr§on , lieti 
peati, cerdamement continued Mr. Pinto; “but you 
were right. That — that person was not very well 
pleased when he saw me. There was no love lost 
between us, as you say; and the world never knew 
a more worthless miscreant. I hate him, voye%-vom? 
I hated him alife; I bate him dead. I hate, him 
man; I hate him ghost: and he know it, and trenrble 
before me. If I see him twenty tausend years hence 
— and why not?-— I shall hate him still. You re- 
marked how he was dressed?” 

“In black satin breeches and striped stockings; 
a white picpid waistcoat, a gray coat, with large 
metal buttons, and his ban- in poAvder. He must 
have worn a pigtails — only ” 
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“Only it IV, IS mit off! Ha,Om, IjaJ” Mr. Pinto 
cried, yelling' a laugli, wliicli I observed made tlia 
policemen stare very much. “Tes. It iva.s cut off 
by the same blow which took off the scoundrel’s 
head — ho, ho, ho!" And he made a circle tvith Iii.s 
hook-mailed finger round his own yellow neck, and 
grinned with a horrible triumph. “I promise you 
that fellow was surpri.sed when he found his head in 
the pannier! Ha! ha! Do you ever cea.se to Imie 
tho,se 'ivlioni you hate?”- — fire flashed terrifically fi-oin 
his glass eye, as he spoke — “or to love dose -wdiom 
you once loved. Oh, never, never!” And here his 
natural eye was bedewed wdth tears. “But here we 
are at the ‘Grray’s-inn Coffee-house.’ James, what is 
tlie joint?" 

That very respectful and efficient waiter brought 
in the bill of fare, and I, for my part, chose boiled 
leg of pork and pease-pudding, which my acquaint- 
ance said w'ould do as well .as anything else; though 
I remarked he only trifled with the ijoase-pudding, 
and left all tlie pork on the plate. In fact, he 
seareoly ate anything. Bnt he drank a pi’odigious 
qiiiintily of w'ine; and I must say that riiy friend Mr. 
Hart’s port-wuno is so good that I myself took — well, 
I should think, I took three glasses. Yes, three, 
certainly. JHe — I mean Mr. P. — the old rogue, was 
insatiable: for we had to call for a second bottle in 
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no time. Wlien tliat was gone, my companion 
wanted anotlier. A little red mounted up to Ms 
yellow cheeks as he drank the wine, and ha winked 
at it in a strange manner. “I remember ,” said he, 
musing, “when port-wine was scarcely drunk in this 
country — though the Queen liked it, and so did 
Harley, hut Bolingbroke didn’t — he drank klovouce 
and Champagne. Dr. Swift put water to his wine. 

' Jonathaxr,’ I once said to him 'but bah! 

mUres tmiipsi mitres nwurs. Another magnum, 
James.” 

This was all very well. “My good sir,” I said, 
“it may suit you to order bottles of '20 port, at a 
guinea a bottle; but that kind of price does not suit 
me. 1 only happen to have thii'ty-four and six- 
pence in my pocket, of which I want a shilling- for 
the waiter, and eighteenpeuce for my cab. You 
rich foreigners and swells may spend what you 
like" (I had him there: for my friend’s dress was 
as shabby as an old clothes-man’s); “but a man 
with a family, Mr. Wliat-d’you-caU’im, cannot atford 
to spend seven or eight hundred a year on ]ii.s 
dinner alone.”' 

“Bah!” he said. “Nunkey pays for all, as you 
say. I will what yon call stant the dinner, if you 
arc so ^yoor!" and again he gave that disagreeahlci 
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iukI plnced an odious crooked-nailed and Ly 
no )n('ans liloMn. finger to liis nose. But I was not 
si> afraid of liini now, for we were in a puUie place; 
and the tlu'oc glasses of port-wino had, you see, 
given me courage. 

“Wliat a pretty snufi^box!" he remarked, as I 
handed him mine, which I ain still okl-fa.shioned 
enough In carry. It i,s a pretty old gold box enough, 
but valuable to me ospccially as a relic of an old, 
old relativ'e, wltoin 1 can just remoinber as a child, 
when she was very kind to me. “Yes; a pretty hex. 
I call rciiiember udieii many ladies — most ladies, 
carried a hex — nay, two lioxos — ialatihr^ and, hm- 
loMuh-e. What lady carries srmff-hox now, hey? 
Suppose your astonislinient if a lady in an assembly 
were to offer you a prise? I can remember a lady 
■with such a box as this, with a tour, as we used to 
call it then; with paniers, with a tortoise-shell enuo, 
with the prettiest little liigh-heeled velvet shoes in 
the world! — ah! that was a time, that was a time! 
Ah, Eliza, Eliza, I have thee now in iny mind’s eye! 
At Bungay on the Waveney, did I not, walk with 
tliee, Idliza? Aha, did t not love thee? JJid I not 
walk with thee then? Do I not see thee still?” 

This ivas passing strange. My ancestress — but 
thcro is no need to publish her revered name — did 
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indeed iive at Bungay Saint Mary’s, wlievc slie lies 
buried. She used to walk with a tortoise-sliell cane. 
She used to wear little black velvet shoos, with the 
prettiest high heels in the world. 

“Did you — did you: — know, then, my great 
gr-ndm-tfaer?” I said. 

He pulled up his coat-sleeve — “Is that her name?’’ 

■ ho. said. : , . 

“Eliaa — " 

There, I declai’e, was the very name of the kind 
old creature written in red on his arm. 

“IfW knew her old,” he said, divining my 
thoughts (tvith his strange knack); “/ knew her 
yonng and lovely. I danced with her at the Bury 
hall. Did I not, dear, dear Miss ?” 

As I live, he here mentioned dear gr-hny’s 

meddm name. Her maiden name was Her 

honoured married name was 

“She married yonr gi-cat gi'-ndf-th-r the year 
Po.seidon won the Netvmarket Plate,” Mr, Pinto drily 
remarked. 

Merciful powers! I reniomber, over the old 
shagreen knife and spoon case on the sideboard in 
my gr-nny’s parlour, a print by Stubbs of that very 
horse. My grandsire, in a red coat, and his feir 
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hair flowing over his shoulders, was over the maiitel- 
piece, and Poseidon won the Newmarket Cup in the 
year 1783! 

“Yes; you are right. I danced a minuet ’srith 
her at Bury that very night, before I lost , my 

poor leg. And I cjuarrelled with your grandf^ , 

ha!” 

And he said “Ha!” there came three quiet little 
taps on the table — it is the middle table in the 
“Gray’s-inn Coffee-house,” under the hnst of the late 
Duke of ’W-ll-ngt-n. 

“I iired in tlie air,” he continued; “did I not?” 
(Tap, tap, tap.) “Your grandfather hit me in the 
leg. He mamed three months afterwards. ‘Captain 
Brown,’ I said, ‘who could see Miss Sm-th without 
loving her?’ She is there! She is there!" (Tap, 
tap, tap.) “Yes, my first love ” 

But here there came tap, tap, which everybody 
knows means “No.” 

“I forgot,” ho said, with a faint blush stealing- 
over his wan features, “she wa.9 not my first love. 

In Germ in iuy own country — there was a young 

■woman — ■ — ” 

Tap, tap, tap. There was here quite a lively 
little treble knock; and when the old man said, “But 
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J loved tliee bettoi' tlmri all tlie world, EH'/sa,” the 
nfHrmativc signal was briskly repeated. 

And tins I declare upon my nosotiE. There 
was, I have said, a bottle of p'ort-Avine before us — 1 
should say a decanter. That decanter was lipteo 
ui', and out of it into our respective g]a.sse.s two 
bumpers of wine Avero jioiu'od. 1 apjieal to Mr. 
Idart, the landlord — I appeal to James, the respectful 
and intelligent waiter, if this statement is not true? 
And when we had finished that niagmiin, and J said 
— for 1 did not now in the least doubt of her presence 
— “Dear gr-nny, may iro have another magninn?” — 
the table disimctly rapped “No.” 

“Now, my good sir,” Mr, Pinto said, who really 
began to be affected by the wine, “you understand 
the interest 1 liave taken in yon. I loved .Eli/, a 

” (of course I don’t mention family }iamos). 

“I know you had that Imx which belonged to her — 
,1 will give yon 'what you like for that bo-K. Name 
your price at once, and I pay you on Ihe spot.” 

“Why, when we came out, you said you had not 
sixpence in yom- iJockot.” 

“Bah! give you anything you like — fifty— a 
luindred— a tansond pionnd.” 

“Gome, come,” said .[, “the gold of the box may 
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1)0 wol-tli iiiiio guineas, and tlie fa-^on we will put at 

“Guo tansend guineas!” he screeched. ‘‘One 
tansend and lifty pound, dere!” and he sank back 
in his chair — no, b}' the way, on his bench, for he 
was sitting with his hack to one of the partitions of 
the hoxe.s, as I dare say James reineiiiljors. 

go on in thi.s way,” I continued, i-athcr 
weakly, for I did not know wliether I. Was in a 
dream. “.If you offer xnc a tliousaud gidneas for 
this box I must, take it. Mustn’t I, dear gr-nny?" 

The table most distinctly said, “Yes;” and put- 
ting out his chiM’s to .seize the box, Mr. Pinto plunged, 
his hooked nose into it and eagerly inhaled some of 
my 47 with a dash of Hardman. 

“But .stay, you old luirjiy!" I exclaimed, Ijoing 
now in a sort of rage, and cpiite familiar with him. 
“Where is the money. Wlxere is the ehecpie?” 

“Janies, a piece of note-paper and a receipt 
stamp!” 

“This is all mighty well, sir," ,I said, “)jiit 1 
don’t know you; I newer saw yon before. 1 will 
trouble you to hand me that box back again, or give 
nio fi cheijiie witii .some known signature.” 

“ Whoso ‘f Ila, Ha, HA!” 
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Tlio room happened io be very dark. Indeed, 
all the ■\vaitors wore gone to supper, and there were 
only two gentlemen snoring in their rosjiective boxes. 
J saw a liand come quivering domi from the ceiling 
— a very pretty hand, on ivldch was a ring with n 
coronet, willi a lion rampant gales for a crest. I 
saw that Jumil take a dtp of ink and write across the 
joaper. .Mr. .I’iulo, then, taking a gray reeeipt-Btainp 
out of his Line leather pocket-hook, fastened it on to 
tlie paper by the nsnal process; and the hand tlicu 
wrote across the receipt stamii, went across the taldc 
and sliook hands with Pinto, and then, as If waving 
liim an adieu, vani,shed in the direction of the 
coiling. 

There was the paper hef'ore. me, wet with the 
ink. There was the pen which the hand had u.sed. 
Does anybody doubt me? 1 have that pen notv. A. 
cedar-'Htick of a not niicommon sort, and holding 
one of (iillott’s pens. It is in my inkstand now, 1 
tell you. Anybody may see it. The haudwritiug 
on tlie cheque, for such the document was, was the 
writing of a feinale. It ran thus: — “Loudon, mid- 
night, March 31, 1862. Pay the hearer one thousand 
and fifty pounds. Eachel Sidonia- To Messrs. Sidonia, 
Pozzosanto mid Go., London.” 

“Noblest and best of woineii!” saidPinto, Idfising 
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llio hiietit (if pfiper Avitli nmcli reverence. ‘‘My gonil. 
■Mr. Eijuiulabout, I suppoffc you do not (piestion tliat 
aignalure?” 

Indeed, tlie liou.se of Sklouia, Pozzoaanto and 
Co., in ktiomi to be ouc of the richest in Enrojie, 
and iw for Iho, Countess Eaehel, site was kuonn (o 
bo (lio chief jiiaiiager of that enonaoiiiily woaUhy 
e.statiliiLiiii'ut. There wa,s only one little difficulty, 
the Cmmteu limhd (lied last Ootober. 

1 pointed out this circumstance, and tossed, over 
the paper to Pinto ivitli a .sneer. 

k liriidre au ft himer" lie said with .some 
heat. “You literary men rare all imbrndcut; but I 
did not tliink you such a fool wm dis. Your box is 
not worth tiventy [jcmnd, and I offer yon a tansoud 
beciiu.se 1 know you want money to pay that ra.scal 
Tom’s college bills." (This strange man. actually 
knew that my scapegrace Tom lias boeu a soiiree 
of great expense and annoyance to mo.) “Yon .see 
money costs me nothing, and you refuse to take it! 
t.)iic(’, twice; will you take this clieq^uo in exchange 
fo)‘ yorrr Irumjicry snnff-box‘?’’ 

What could I do? My poor granny's legacy 
wiis (•aluiiblo and flciir to me, but .after all a thousand 
guiueas are not to be had every day. “Bo it a 
bargain," Siiid 1. “Shall we have a glas.s of wine 
. 7« 
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on it?” says Pinto; and to tliis ijropoaal 1 also un- 
willingly acceded, reminding- liim, by the way, that 
lie bad not yet told me the stoi-y ot' the liciulless 
man. 

“Yom- poor gr-ndm-tlier was right just now, 
when slie said she was not my first love. ’Twas 
one of those lanale expi-essions” (here Mr. P. Idushoil. 
once more) “which we use to women. 'Wo toll oach 
she is our first passion. They reply -ii'ith a similar 
illimoi-y formula. No man is any woman’s first love; 
no woman any man’s. We are in love in our 
nurse’s arm.s, and women coquette -with their eyes 
before their toug'ue can form a word. How could 
your lovely relative love me? I was far, far loo 
old for her. I am older than I look. I am so ole! 
that yon would not believe my age were I to toll 
you. I have loved many and many a woman he- 
fore yorrr relative. It has not always been fortunate 
for them to love mo. Ah, Sophronia' Itouird the 
dreadful circus where you fell, and whence I was 
dragged eorpse-Iike by the heels, there sat multitudes 
more savage than the lions which mangled your sweet 
form! Ah, tenoss! when wo marched to the terrible 
stiikc togetlier at Valladolid^ — the Protestant and tlie 
J — But away with memoiy! Boy! it was h.Mjrpy 
for thy graudam that .she loved me not. 
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“During tliat strange period,” lie went on; “when 
the teeming Time was- great with the rcvointioii 
tliiU was apocilily to be born, 1 wois on a iniasiou in 
Paris with ray excellent, niy maligned tVicnii, 
Oag’liostro. Mesiner was one of our band. T seemed 
to oecujiy but an obscure rank in it: though, as you 
krunr, in secret societies the humble man may be a 
chief and dii-ectoi ’ — the osten.sible leader but a pupjiet 
moved by unseen hands. Never mind who was 
cluef, or wlio ivas second. Never mind my ago. 
It boots not to tell it: wdiy shall .1 e.vposc inj^self to 
your scond'ul incrednlity— or reply to your q^uestioiiH 
in words that are familiar to you, but which yet 
you cannot understand? Words are symbols of 
things wliicli yoxr know, or of things xvliieh you don’t 
knoxv. If you don’t know them, to .speak is idle.” 
(Here I confess Hr. P. spoke for exactly thirty-eight 
minutes, about physics, metaphysics, language, the 
origin and destiny of man, during xvhich time I was 
rather bored, and, to relieve my emm, drank a half 
glass or so of xviue.) “Love, Mend, is the foinnaiu 
of youth! .It may not happen to me once — once in 
an age : hut when I love , then , I am yonug. I 
loved when 1 was in Paris. Batliilde, Bathilde, I 
loved thee — ah, how fondly! Wine, I say, more 
wine! Love is ever young. I was a, hoy at the 
little feet of Bathilde de Bechamel — the fair, the 
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fill flofeat for neglocting mj advice. Tlic joung 
Chovalier Goby de Moiichy was glad ciioiagli to 
serve as my clerk, and help in some chemical ex- 
periments in which I was engaged with my friend 
Dr. Mesmer. Bathilde saw this yonng imin. Since 
women were, has it not been their Ini.sincss 1o smile 
and deceive, to fondle and lure? Away! From 
the very first it has been so!" And as my coin- 
panion spoke, he looked as wicked at the serpent 
that coiled, round the tree, and hissed a poisoned 
counsel to the first woma,n. 

“One evening I went, as was iny wont, to see 
Blanche. She was radiant: she was wild with spirits : 
a saucy triumph hlazed in her blue eyes, She talked, 
she rattled in her chilcli,sli way. She uttered, in the 
course of her rhapsody, a hint — an intimation — so 
terrible that the truth flashed across me in a mo- 
ment. Did I a.sk her? She would lie to me. But 
I know how to make falsehood impo,ssible. And I 
ordered her to go to steep." 


At this moment the clock (after its previous 
convulsions) sounded Tweia'B. And as the new 
Editor* of the Oornhill Magasine — and ho, I promise 
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you, won’t stand any nousense — ^will only allow 
seven pages, I am obliged to leave off at tub vbkv 
xroST INTEBESTINO POINT OP THE StOBV. 
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PART III. 

Abe yoti of our fratewiity? I soo you are not. 
Tlio secret irltich Mademoiselle do Bdeliamel con- 
fided to me in lier mad triumpli and ■wild Iioyden 
spirits — slie was but a cliild, poor tldngj poor tiling, 
.scai'ce fifteen; — but I love tbem young — a folly 
not unusual with the old!” (Hero Mr. Pinto tiu'ust 
his ltnuclde,s into his hollow eyes; and, I am sorry 
to say, so little regardful was he of per.sonal clean- 
liness, that his tears made streaks of white over lii.s 
gnarled dark hands). “Ah, at fifteen, poor child, 
tliy fate was tew-ible! Go to! It i.s not good to 
love me, friend. They prosper not who do. I 
divine you. You need not say what you are tliink- 

lii truth, I was thinking', if girls fall in love 
with this sallow, hook-nosed, g'la.s3-eycd, woodeu- 
leggcd, dirty, hideous old. man, with the sham teeth, 
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they have a queer taste. That is -what I tras think- 

“Jack Wilkes said the handsomest man in Lou- 
don had hut half an hour’s start of him. And 
vitliout vanity, I am scarcely uglier than .Jack 
Wilkes. Wo were members of the same club at 
Modenham Abbey, Jack and I, and bad many a 
merry night together. Well, sir, I — SLtry of Scot- 
land knew me hut a.s a little huneh-bmeked music- 
master; and yet, asid yet, I think »lw was not indif- 
ferent to her David Em and s/u' came to iiiis- 

fortnne. They all do — they all do!” 

“Sir, you arc wandering from your point!” I 
said, with some .soA'erity. For, really, for tlii.s old 
humling’ to hint that he h<ad been tho hahooti. ivho 
frightened the club at Mcdevdiam, that he had been, 
ill the Inquisition at Valladolid — that under the 
name of D. liiz, as he called it, he liad known the 
lovely Queen of Soots~was a litih too much. “Sir,” 
then I said, “you Avere speaking about a Miss de 
piechamd. I really haA'c not time to hoar all your 
biography,” 

“Faith, the good Avine gets into my head.” (I 
.should think so, the old. toper! Four hottlc.s all but 
tAvo glasses.) “To return to poor .Blanche. As 1 
,sat laughing, joking Avith her, slie let .slip a Avord, 
a little word, Avhich filled me Avlth dLsmay. Some 
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one liad. told her a part of the Secret — ^the Becret 
■which has been divulged scarce thrice in three 
thousand years — the Secret of the Freemasons. Do 
you know what happens to those iminitiate wlto 
loam that secret? to those wetclied men, the initiate 
who reveal it?” 

As Pinto spoke to me, he looked throitgh and 
through me with his horrible piercing gkneo, no 
that I sat quite uneasily on rny bench. Ho cou- 
timied: “Did I question her awake? 1 knew slic 
would lie to me- Poor child! I loved her no le.ss 
because I did not believe a word slie said. I loved 
her blue eye, lier golden bair, her delicious voice, 
that wa.s true in song, thongh wben she spoke, false 
as Eblis! Yon are aware that I possess in rather a 
remarkable degree what we have agreed to call the 
mesmeric power. I sot the unbappy girl to sleep. 
Then she was obliged to tell me all. It was as I 
had surmised. Goby de Mouchy, my wretched, be- 
sotted, miserable secretary, in Hs -visits to the ch/iteau 
of the old Marquis de Bdchamel, who was one of 
our society, had seen Blanche. I suppose it was 
because she had been warned, that he was worth- 
less, and poor, artful, and a coward, she loved him. 
She woj’nied out of the besotted wretch the secrets 
of our Order. ‘Did he tell you the numcbr oni',?’ I 
asked. . 
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“Slio said, ‘Yes.’ 

‘“Did lie,’ 1 further iiif|iiired, ‘toll j’-ou tlic ’ 

“‘Oil, don’t ask me, don’t ask me!’ slic said, 
writliiug on the sofa, where she lay in the in-osoitco 
of tJie MarrjiiiiB de Bechamel, her rocwt iniltiijjjiy 
father. Poor Bechamel, poor Bcchiimcsl! Llow pale, 
ho looked as I spoke! ‘Did he tell you,’ 1 repeated, 
with a droadfid calm, ‘the nombbk two?’ She said, 
‘Yes.’ 

“The poor old niarcpiis rose up, uud clasping- 

his hands, fell on his kuec.s before Count C;igl 

Bah! I went by a different name then. Vat’s in a 
name? Bat vich ve call a Rosicriician hy any 
other name vil smell as sveet. ‘Monsieur,’ he said, 
‘1 am old — I am rich. I have live hundred thousand 
livres of rentes in Picardy. 1 have half a.s much in 
Artoi.s, I have two hundred and eighty Ihon.sand 
on the Grand Livre. I am promised hy my Bovevcign 
a dukedom and his orders with a i-evcrsion to my 
lieir. I am a Grandee of Spain of the First Glass, 
and .Duka of Volovento. Take my titles, my ready 
money, .my life, rny honour, evei-ytliing I Inn-o in 
tlic world, but don’t ask tlic Tiiiut) question.’ 

“‘Godefi-oid do Bonilltm, Gomto de Beobamol, 
Grarulee of Sjiain a.nd Prince of Volovento, in our 
Aasemliiy what was the oath you swore?”’ The 
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old man writlicd as lio remembered its ten-llic pui' 
port. 

“Tlioitgh my beart wis racked v\dlli ii!>'oiiy, atul 
I would kive died, ay, cheerfully” (died, iudeed, as 
if that -were a penalty!) “to spare yonder lovely 
child a pang-, I said to her calmly, ‘illancho do 
llecihamel, did Goby de Mouchy tell you secret 

NU&mER THREE?’ 

“She whispered a oui that was (juito faint, faint 
and small. But her poor father fell in convulhions 
at her feet, 

“She died suddenly that night. Did I mjt tell 
you tho.se I love come to no good? When ('loueral 
Bonaparte crossed the Saint .Bernard, ho .saw in tlio 
oonveut an old monk with a white heai-d., wandering- 
about the con-idora, cheerful and. ratliev .stout, but 
mad — mad as a March hare. ‘General,’ 1 said to 
him, ‘did yon ever see that face hefoi-o?’ Ifo had 
not. lie had not ming-led much with the higher 
elasae.s of our society heforo the Jtevolution. .1 knew 
the ])ooi- old n)an well enough; he was the la.st of a 
noble race, and I loved bi.s cbikl,” 

“And did sbe die by ?” 

“Mail! did I say so? Do 1 ivliisper the secrets 
of the Vehmgeriebt? I say she died that night: and. 
he — he, the heartless, the villain, the betrayer,-- 
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yi5u Siiw lilm seated, in yonder cnriosity-sliop , by 
yonder guillotine, mtli Ms scoundrelly bead in 
his laj). 

“You saw Low slight that instrumoiit was? Tt 
was one of the first Arhieli Guillotin made, and whicli 
he slinwerl fu [iriviUc friends in a hamiar iu (ho line 
Pi(;]nis, whore he lived. The invention created sonic 
little conversation .amongst scioutifie men at the lime, 
though T vemeinber n machine in Ediiiliurgh of a 
veiy similar construction, two hundred — well, ninny, 
many years ago — and at a breakfast wliioh Guillotin 
g■a^■e he, showed us tlio instrument, and uiuch talk 
eU'uBO amongst im as to whether people suffered 
under it. 

“And now I must tell you what befell tlio traitor 
who bad caused all tbis suffeiing. Did kc know 
that the poor child’s death was a .sentence? He 
felt a covardly satisfrietion that with her wa,s gone 
the secret of his treason. Then ho. began to doubt. 
I had JiE.'i.NS to penetrate a.ll liis thoughts, as -well ns 
to know lii-s aats. Then be became a slave to a 
liorrible fear, lie fled iu abject terror to a convent, 
'.riiey still existed in I’aris; and behind tlie walls of 
Jacobins the wretch thought himself Hectirc., Toor 
fool! 1 had but to set one of iny somnambulists to 
sleep.. Her .sjiirit went forth and .spied the shudder- 
ing MU’Ctcli iu his coll. She described the .street, the 
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gale, tlie eonvent, tlio. very dross wliicli lie wore, 
fuid wliicli you saw to-day. 

“Tliud uow tlds is wliat luijipencd. In liis cliambev 
ill tlio IluG St. Uouorci, at I’aria, sat a iniui alone — 
a man wlio has been nialig-ned, a man wlio has bccii 
called a knave and cliarlatan, a man who lias been 
pGv.socutod even to the death, it is said, in lionian 
[u(|uisitioiis, Ibrsoolli, and elsewhere. 11a! ha! A 
man who lias a iniglity will. 

“And looking towards the Jacobins Convent (of 
which, from his chamber, he could see the s])ii'es and 
trees), this man wiLLiin). And it was not yet dawn. 
And he willed; and one who M'as lying in Ins cell 
in the convent of Jacoliins, awake and shuddering 
with terror for a crime which ho had committed, fell 
asleep. 

“Eut tliongli he was asleep his eyes were open. 

“And after tossing and writhing, and clinging 
to the pallet, and saying, ‘No, I will not go,’ he 
rose up and donned his clothes — a gray coat, a ve.-.t 
of white piqiu'i, black satin sinall-clolhe.s , ribbed silk 
stockings, and a white stock with a steel huckle; 
and he arranged his hair, and lie tied Ids queue, all 
the wliilc being in tliat strange somnolence wliirdi 
walks, which moves, which rai-is .sometimes, wlilidi 
pees, which is indifferent to pain, which (use y«. And 
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liG put on Ids Iiat, and Lo Trent foith from tis cell; 
and tlioug'li tlie dawn was not yet, lie trod the cor- 
ridors as seeing tliem. And he passed into the 
cloister, and then into the garden where lie the 
ancient dead. And he came to the wicket, which 
.Brother Jerome w'as oiiening just at the dawning. 
And 'the crowd was already rraitiiig with their cans 
and howis to receive the aim.s of the good brethren. 

“And he passed, through the crowd and w'cut on 
his way, and the few people then abroad, w'ho markcid 
liim, said, ‘Tiens! Howw^ety odd he looks! lie 
looks like a man walking in his sleep!’ This was 
said hy various peitsons: — 

“By milk-Tvomen, with their cans and carts, com- 
ing into the town. 

“By roysterers who had been drinking at the 
taverns of the Barrier, for it was^jAIjd.;Leiit. 

“By the .sergeants him 

sternly as he passed nej^fctheir hA'dCtls. 

“But he passed 01/ unm(ppeffby the''halbefda,\ 
“Ijinnoved by the cries jof the: roy.s'terti^'s, t'j i 
“By the market-women coming; with their milk 
and eggs. '' v-,' " 

“He walked through the Hue St. irirtjja'e, I 
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“By the Rue Eamhiiteati, 

“By the Rue St. Antoine, 

“By the King’s ChMeaii of the Bastille, 

“By the Faubourg St. Antoine, 

And he came to No. 29 in the Rtie Picpus — 
a horise which then stood between a court and 
garden — 

“That is, there was a building of one storey, 
with a great coach-door. 

“Then there was a court, around which -were 
stables, coach-houses, offices. 

“Then there was a house-^a two-storeyed house, 
with a perrm in front, 

“Behind the house was a garden — a garden of 
two hundred and fifty French feet in length. 

“And as one hundred feet of France equal one 
hundred and six feet of England, tins garden, niy 
friends, equalled exactly two hundred and si.'cty-five 
feet of British measure. 

“In the centre of the gmicn was a fountain and 
a statue — or, to speak more correctly, two statues. 
One was recumhent, — a man. Over him, sai.ire in 
hanil , .stood a woman. 

“The man was Oloferues. The woman wa,s 
Judith. From the head, from the trunk, the water 
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gus'hocL It ■ffl'as tlie taste of tlie doctor; — ■was it not 
a droll of taste? 

“At the end of the garden -was the doctor’s 
eahinet of study. My faith, a singular cahinet, and 
flirignkr pictures! — 

“Decapitation of Charles Premier at Viteliall 

“Decapitation of Monti'ose at Edimbonrg. 

“Decapitation of Cinq Mars. When I tell you 
that he was a man of a taste, charming! 

“Through this garden, by these statues, up these 
stairs, went the pale figure of him yrho, the porter , 
said, kne'w the ■(ray of the house. lie did. Turn- 
ing neither right nor left, he seemed to walk thrmigh 
the statues, the obstacles, the fiower-heds, the stairs, 
the door, the tables, the chairs. 

“In the comer of the room was that instutohent 
which Guillotin had just invented and perfected. 
One day ho was to lay his own head under his own 
axCi Peace he to his name! With him I deal not! 

“Ill a frame of mahogany, neatly worked, wa.s 
a hoard wvtli a half-circle in it, over which another 
board fitted. Above was a heavy axe, winch fell-— 
you know how. It -was held nj> by a rope, and. 
when this rope was untied, or cut, the steel fell. 

“To the story which I now have to relate you 
8* 
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inay give credeuee, or not, as you will. Tlie sleep - 
ing man went up to that instrument. 

“He laid his head in it, asleep.” 

“Asleep!” 

“He then took a little penknife out of the pocsket 
of his white dimity waistcoat 

“lie cut the rope asleep. 

“The 'axe descended on the head of the traitor 
and villain. The notch in it was made hy tlie steel 
hucklo of his stock, which was cut through. 

“A strange legend has got abroad that after the 
deed was done, the figure rose, took the head from 
the basket, walked forth through the garden, and 
by the screaming jiorters at the gate, and went and 
laid itself down at the Morgue. But for tins I will 
not vouch. Only of this bo sure. ‘There are more 
things in heaven and earth, IToraiio, tliau are 
dreamed of in your j'hilosopliy.’ More and more 
the lig’ht peeps through the chinks. Soon, amidst 
jnusic ravisWng, the ourtain will ri.so, and tlio 
glorious scene he displayed. Adieu! Eememlicr 
mo. Ha! ’tis dawn,” Pinto said. And he u'a,s 



1 am ashamed to say tliat my first movement 
iras to clutch the cheque which he had left with me, 
and wliieii I was determined to present (ho very 
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moment tlie bank opened. I know tlie importanco 
of tlioHO tilings, and tliat men ehmyo llwir mind 
sometimes. I sprang tbrongh the streets to the great 
banking liouse of Manasseli in Duke Street, It 
seemed to me as if I actually flew as I walked. As 
the clock struck ten I was at the counter and laid 
down my cliei^uo. 

The gontlemun who received it, wise was one of 
the Hebrew persua.sioii, as were the other two 
hundred clerks of the establishment, having looked 
at the draft -with terror in his countenance, then 
looked at me, then called to himself two of his 
fellow-clerks, and queer it was to see all their aqui-' 
line beaks' over the paper. 

“Come, come!” said I, “don’t keep me here all 
day. Hand me over the money, short, if you please!’’ 
for I was, you see, a little alarmed, and so deter- 
mined to assume some extra bluster. 

“Will you have the kindness to step into the 
parlour to the partners?” the clerk said, and I 
followed him. 

“What, agim?" slirieked a bald-headed, red- 
whiskered gentleman, whom I kricw to he Mr. 
Mauiissoh. “Mr. Salathiel, this is too bad! Leave 
ino witii this geutlemauj S.” And the clerk dis- 
appeared. 


118 


ROUNDABOUT 


“Bir," lie said, “I know liow you caiiio by tliin; 
tlio Count de Pinto gave it you. It is too biwl! I 
honour my parents; I honour parents; I honour 
their bills! But this one of grandnni’.s is too had — 
it is, upon my word, now! SJicVc boon de.ad these 
fire-and-thirty years. And this last four month, s she 
has left her burial-place and took to drsiwing on 
our ’ousel It’s too had, gr.audma; it is too bad!” 
and he appealed to me, and tears aotually trickled 
down his nose, 

“Is it the Countess Sidonia’s cherpic or not?" I 
asked, haughtily. 

“But, I tell you, she’,s dead! It’s a shame! — 
it’s a shame! — it is, grandmamma !’’ and ho cried, 
and wiped his great nose in hi.s yellow poekei- 
handkerchief. “Look year — will you take pounds 
instead of guineas? She’s dead, 1 toll yon! It’s no 
go! Take the pounds — one tausend pound! — ten 
nice, neat, crisp hundi-ed-pound notes, and go away 
\'id yon, do!" 

“I will have my bond, sir, or nothing,’’ I said; 
and I put on an attitude of resolution which I con- 
fess surprised even myself. 

“Wery veil,” he shrieked, v,'ith many oalJis, 
“then you shall have, noting — ha, lia, ha! — noting 
but a policeman! Mr. Abednego, call a poUeem.in! 
Take that, you humbug and impostor!” and here, 



witli an abundance of friglitful language whicb I 
dare not repeat, tlie wealtliy banker abused and 
defied me. 

Au hold dll oonifte, wliat was I to do, if a banker 
did not cboose to lionour a cheque drawn by Ins 
dead grandmother? I began to wish I had my 
snuff-box back. I began to think I wa.s a fool for 
changing that little old-fasHoned. gold for this slip 
of strange paper. 

Meanwhile the hanker had passed from his fit of 
anger to a paroxysm of do.spair. He seemed to ho 
addressing some person invisible, hut in the room: 
“Look here, ma’am, you’ve really been coining it 
too strong. A hundred thousand in six months, 
and now a thousand morel The ’ouse can’t stand 
it-, it won't stand it, I say! What? Oh! moi-cy, 
mercy!’’ 

As he uttered these words, A HANI) fluttered 
over the table in the, air! It was a female hand: 
that which I had seen the night before. I.’hat female 
hand took a pen from the green baize table, dijqied 
it in a silver inkstand, and wrote on a quarter of a 
sheet of foolscap on the blotting-book, “How about 
the diamond robbery? If you do not pay, I will tell 
him wliorc they aro.” 

What diainond.s? what robbery? what wa.s this 
mystery? That will never he ascertained, for the 
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■wretched man’s demeanotii’ instantly changed. “Ger-- 
taiuly , sir-,~olii certainly,” he said, forcing a grin. 
‘‘How W'ill yon have the money, sir? All right, Mr. 
Ahednego. This way out.” 

‘‘I hope I shall often see you again,” I said; on 
w'hich I own poor Manas, seh gave a dreadful grin, 
and shot hack into his parlour. 

I ran home, clutching the ten delicious, crisp 
hunda'cd pounds, and the dear little fifty which made 
up the account. I flew through the stoeets again. I 
got to my chambers. I bolted the outer doors. I 
sank hack in my great chair, and slept. .... 

My first thing on waking vrun to feel for my 
money. Perdition! Where was I? Ha! — on the 
table before me was my grandmother’s auu£l:-hox, 
and by its side one of those awful — those admirable 
— sensation novels, wbicb I had been reading, and 
which are full of delicious wonder. 

But that the guillotine is still to he seen at Mr. 
Gale’s, No. 47, HighHolbom, I give you my honouk. 
I sujjpose I was dreaming about it. I doii’t know. 
What is dreaming? What is life? Why shouldn’t 
1 sleep on the ceiling? — and am I sitting on it now, 
or on the floor? I am puzzled. But enough. If 
the fashiou for sensation novels goes on, 1 toll you 
1 will wn'ite one in fifty volumes. For the present, 
DIXI. But beWeen. ourselves, this Pinto, who 
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fouglit at tlio Colosseum, who was nearly being 
roasted by the rnij^iiisition, and sang duets at Holy- 
rood, I am ro tlier sorry to lose him after three little 
hits of liuimdahoiit Papers. Et vom? 
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When Swift was in love wvitli Stella, and des- 
patching her a letter from Loudon thrice a month 
by the Irish packet, you may remember how he 
would begin letter No. xxiu., we will say, on the 
very day when xxii. had been sent away, stealing 
out of the coffee-house or the assembly so as to bo 
able to prattle with his dear-, “never letting go her 
kind hand, as it were,” as some commentator or 
other has said in speaking of the Dean and his 
amour. "VYhen Mr. Johnson, walking to Dodsley’s, 
and touching the posts in Pall Mall as ho walked, 
forgot to pat the head of one of them, ho Avent back 
and imposed Ms hands on it, — im2)ollcd I know not 
by what superstition. I have this I hope not 
dangerous mania too. As soon as a piece of work 
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is out of Jifinci, and before going to sleeps 1 liice In 
begin auotlier: it nniy be to write only lialf-a-dosien 
lines: but tluit is sometbing towards N'mnber tbe 
Koxt. li’lie jirintor’s boy lias not yet reaebecl Green 
Arbour Court with the copy. Those people who 
were alive half an hour since, Pendennis, Clive 
Nowcorae, and (what do you call him? what was 
tlie name of the last hero? I rememher now!) 
Philip Firmiii, luivo hardly drunk theii’ glass of 
wine, and the mammas have only this minute got 
the children’s cloaks on, and have heon Lowed out 
of my premises— and here I come back to the study 
again: tmnen mpio reem'ro. How lonely it looks 
now all these people are gone! My dear good 
frientls, some folks are utterly thed of you, and say, 
“Wliat a poverty of friends the man has! He is 
always asking us tb meet those Pendeunises, New- 
comes, and so forth. Why does he not introduce 
us to some now characters? Wliy is ho not thrilling 
like Twostars, learned and profound like Tlireestars, 
oxq^iiisitely humourous and Iminan like Pourstars? 
"Why, linally, is he not somebody else?” My good 
people, it is not only impossible to please you all, 
!)ut it is ahsurd to try. The dish which one man 
devours, another dislikes. Is the dinner of to-day 
not (o your tasto? Let us hope to-morrow's enter- 
iaiiinicut will he more agreeable. * * 1 resume niy 
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origiruil subject. What an odd, pleasant, imninui'nus, 
melancholy feeling it is to sit in the study, alone 
and ijuiot, now all tliese people are gone who have 
liccn boarding and lodging with me fi)i' twenty 
months! They have interrupted my rest: they have 
])lagued me at all sorts of minutes: tliey have thrust 
themselves upon me when I was ill, or wislicd to be 
idle, and I have growled out a “Bo lianged to you, 
can’t you leave me alone now?” Once or twice 
tboy have prevented my going out to dinner. Many 
and many a time' they have pfevented my coming 
homo, bocan.se I knew they were tliore waiting in 
the study, and a plague take them! and I have left 
home and family, and gone to dine at the Club, and 
told nobody where I went. They have bored me, 
those people. They have plagued me at all sorts 
of uncomfortable hours. They' have made such a 
disturbance in my mind and house, that sometimes 
I have hardly knoivn what was going on in my 
family, and scarcely have heard wliat my neighbour 
said to me. They arc gone at last; and yon would 
expect me to be at case? Far from it. I should 
almost be glad if Woolcomb would walk in and talk 
to me; or Twysden reappear, tiike his jdaco in that 
chair opposite me, and begin one of his tremendous 
stories. ’ 

Madmen, you know, see visions, hold conversa- 


even draw the likeness of, jteople in- 
visible to you and. me.' Is this making of people 
out of fancy nuulness? .and are uoveWriters at all 
entitled to strait-waistcoats? I often forget peopde’s 
names in life; and in my own stories contritely own 
that I make dreadful Tdunders regarding them; but 
1 declare, my dear .sir, with respect to the piersonages 
introduced into your humble .servant’s fables, I know 
the , people utterly — I know the sound of their 
voice, s. A gentleman came in to see nie the other 
day, who was so like tlio jneturo of Philip rirniiu 
in Mr. Walker’s cliarming drawings in the GornhiU 
Magazino, that he was quite a emdosity to me. The 
same, eyes, board, sliouldei’s, just as you have seen 
them from month to month. Well, he is not; like 
the Philip Firmiii, in my mind. Asleep, aslee]i in 
the grave, lies the bold, the generous, the reckless, 
the tender-he,'iTtod ereaturo whom I have made to 
piass through those adventures tvliich have just heen 
brought to an end. It i.s year's .shice I heard the 
laughter ringing, or saw the bright blue eyes. Wlicu 
I know him both were young. I hecomo young as 
I think of him. ■ And thi,s morning he wa.s alive 
again in this room, re.ady to laugh, to fight, to 
tveop. Ah 1 write, do you know, it is the grey of 
evening; the house is quiet; everyhody is out; the 
room is getting a little dark, and I look rather wist- 
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fully up from tlie paper with perhaps ever so lidle 

fancy that HE MAY COME IN. No? No 

movement. No grey shade, growing more palpahle, 
out of which at last look the well-known eyes. No, 
the printer came and took him away with the last 
page of the proofs. And w'ith the printer\s boy did 
the \yhole cortege of ghosts flit away, invisible? 
Ha! stay! what is this? Angels and ministers of 
grace! The door opens, and a dark form — enters, 
bearing a black — a black suit of clothes. It is 
John. He says it is time to dress for dinner. 

Every man who has had his German tutor, and 
has been coached through the famous “Faust" of 
Goethe (thou wert my instructor, good old Weisscii- 
horn, and these eyes beheld the great master him- 
self in dear little Weimar town!) has read those 
charming verses which are prefixed to the drama, 
in which the poet reverts to the time when his work 
was first eom2»osed, and recalls the friends now de- 
parted, wlio once listened to his song. The dear 
shadows rise up aroimd him, he says; he lives in 
(he past again. It is to-day which appears vague 
and visionary. We humbler maters cannot create 
hisusts, or raise up monumental works lhal hliall. 
endure for all ages; hut our hooks are diaries, iu 



wliicJi om- own feelings must of necessity be sot 
tlown. As we look to the page written last month, 
or ten years ago, we remember die day and its 
events; the child ill, mayhap, in the adjoining room, 
and the doubts and fears which racked the brain as 
it still pursued its work; the dear old friend who 
read the commencement of the tale, and whose 
gentle hand shall bo laid in ours no more. I own 
for my part tliat, in reading pages which this hand 
2)enned formerly, I often lose sight of the text iiuder 
my ejes. It is not the words I see; hut that piast 
day; tliat bygone jiago of life’s history; that tragedy, 
comedy it may be, which our little home company 
was enacting; that merry-making which wo shared; 
that funeral which we followed; that bitter, bitter 
grief which we buried. 

And, such being tbe state of my mind, I pray 
gentle readers to deal kindly with their hnmhlo 
servant’s luanifold short-comings, blunders, and slips 
of memory. As sure as I read a jjage of my own 
compo.sition, I find a fault or two, half-a-dozen. 
Jone.s is called Brown. Brown, who is dead, i.s 
brought to life. Aghast, and months after the 
nuuilier was printed, I saw that I had called Philip 
Flniiin, Clive Newconie. Now Clive Newcoine is 
the hero of another story by the reader’s most 
obedient writer. The two men are as different, in 
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my iiiinirti eye, as— as Lord Palmerston, and Mr. 
Disraeli let us say. But tliere is tliat blunder at 
jjage 090, line 76, volume 84 of the Cm-nJiill Maga- 
zine^ and it is past mending; and I wish in ray life 
I had made no worse blunders or errors than thiit 
which is hereby acknowledged. 

Another Finis written. Another mile-stone 
passed on this journey from bu-th to the next world ! 
Sure it is a subject for solemn cogitation. Shall wo 
continue this story-telling business and be voluble t(j 
the end of our age? Will it not be presently time, 
0 prattler, to hold your tongue, and let younger 
people speak? I have a friend, a painter, wdio, like 
otlier persons wbo slmll be nameless, is growing old. 
He has never painted with such laborious finish as 
his works now show. This master is still the most 
humble and diligent of scholars. Of Art, his mis- 
tress, he is always an eager, reverent pupil. In his 
calling, in yours, in mine, industry and humility 
will help and comfort us. A w'ord with you. In a 
pretty large experience I have not found the niou 
W'ho write books snpeiior in ivit or lo.arnirig to those 
■who don’t -write at all. In regard, of mere informa- 
tion, non-writers mxist often he superior to writers. 
You don’t eX25ect a lawyer in frill practice to be 
conversant with all kinds of literature; ho is too 
busy with his law; and so a writer is commonly too 



BE Fisraos, 


129 


biisy with. Ms own books to be able to bestow atten- 
tion OH the works of other people. After a day's 
work (in which I have been depicting, let us say, 
the agonies of Louisa on parting with the Captain, 
or the atrocious behaviour of the wicked Marquis to 
Lady Emily) I march to the Club, proposing to im- 
prove my mind and keep myself “posted up,” as the 
Americans plnaae it, with the' literature of tlie day. 
And -what happens? Given, a walk after luncheon, 
a pleasing book, and a most comfortable arm-cham 
by the fire, and you know the rest. A doze en- 
sues. Pleasing book drops suddenly, is picked up 
once Avith an air of some confusion, is laid presently 
softly in lap: head falls on comfortable arm-chair 
cushion: eyes close: soft nasal music is heard. Am 
I telling Club secrets? Of afternoons, after lunch, I 
say, scores of sensible fogies have a doze. Perhaps 
I have fallen asleep over that very book to Avhich 
“Finis” has just been Avritten. “And if the writer 
sleeps, Avhat happens to the readers?” says Jones, 
coming down upon mo with Ms lightning wit. 
AYhat? You ilid sleep over it? And a very good 
thing too. These eyes have more than once scon a 
Mend dozing over pages AvMch this hand has Avritteii. 
There is a A-ignette someAvhere in one of iny books 
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give you a sweet ‘soQtMng, liannless slooi), lias lie 
not done you a kindness? So is tlie autlior wlio ex- 
cite.? and interests you worthy of your thanks and 
benedictions. I am troubled with fever and ague, 
that seizes me at odd intervals and prostrates me 
for a day. There is cold fit, for which, I ,ain tlnank' 
fnl to say, hot hrandy-and-water is prescribed, and 
this induces hot fit, and so on. In one or two of 
these fits I have read novels with the most fearM 
contentment of mind. Once, on the Mississippi;, it 
was my deai-ly beloved “Jacob Faithful;" once at 
Frankfort 0. M., the delightful “Vingt Aus Apr{)s" 
of Monsieur Dumas : once at Tunbridge Wells, the 
thrilling “Woman in White:” and those hooks gave 
me amusement from morning till sunset. 1 remem- 
ber those ague fits with a great deal of pleasure and 
gratitude. Think of a whole day in bed, and a 
good novel for a companion! No cares; no remorse 
about idleness: no visitors; and the Woman in 
White or the Chevalier d’Artagnan to tell me stories 
from dawn to night! “Please, ma’am, my master’s 
compliments, and can he have the third volume?” 
(This message was sent to an astonished friend and 
neighbour who lent me, volume hy volume, the fF. 
in }F.) How do. yon like your novels? I like mine 
strong, “hot with,” and no mistake: no love-making: 
no observations about society: little dialogue, except 
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■ft'liere the cliai'iicters aa-e tiJlying each other : plenty 
of fighting; and a villain in the cupboard, who is to 
siiffer tortures just before Finis.. I don’t like yonr 
molanclioly Finis. I never read the history of a 
consumptive heroine twice. If I might give a short 
hint to an iinjiartial writer (as the Examiner used to 
say in old clays), it would be to act, not h la mode 
le pays cle Pole (I tliinlc that was the phraseology), 
bnt always to give tjnarter. In the story of Phili]:, 
just come to an end, I have the permission of the 
arithor to state that he was going to drown the two 

villains of the piece — a certain Doctor F and 

a certain Mr. T, H on hoard the “President," 

or some other tragic ship — but yon see l relented. 
I pictured to myself Firmin’s ghastly face amid the 
crowd of shuddering people on that reeling deck in 
the lonely ocean, and thought, “Thou ghastly lying 
wretch, thou shalt not be drowned: thou shalt have 
a fever only; a knowledge of tby danger; and a 
chance — ever so small a chance — of repentance.” I 
wonder whether he did repent when he found him- 
self in the yellow-fever, in Virginia? The probability 
is, he fancied that Ms son had injured him very 
much, and forgave him da Ms deathbed. Do you 
imagine there is a great deal of genuine right-down 
remorse in the world? Don’t people rather find ex- 
cuses which make their minds easy; endeavour to 
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jorove to themselves that they have been lameiitahly 
belied and misunderstood; and try and forgive the 
persecutors who will present that bill when it is 
due; and not bear malice against the cruel ruffian 
who takes them to the police-office for stealing the 
spoons? Years ago I had a quarrel with a certniu 
well-known person (I believed a statement reg-arding 
him 'wMch his friends imparted to me, and which 
turned out to he quite incorrect). To his dying day 
that qnarrel was never quite made up. I said to his 
brother, “Why is your brother’s soul still dark 
against me? It is I who ought to he angry and un- 
forgiving: for I was in the wrong.” In the region 
which they now inhabit (for Finis has been set to 
the volnmes of the lives of both here below), if they 
take any cognizance of our squabbles, and tittle- 
tattles, and gossips on earth here, I hope they ad- 
mit that my little eiTor was not of a nature un- 
pardonable. If yon have never committed a worse, 
my good sir, surely the score against yon will not 
he heavy. Ha, dilecUssimi frairesl It is in regard 
of sins not found out that we may say or sing (in 
an imdei'-tone, in a most penitent and lugubrious 
minor key), Miserere mlis miseris jmealmibus. 

Among the sins of commifisiim which novel- 
writers not seldom perpetrate, is the sin of grandi- 
loquence, or taE-talking, against which, for my 
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part, I will offer up a special libera me. Tliis is 
tlie sin of sclioolmasters, governesses, critics, 
sermoners, and instructors of young or old people. 
Fay (for I am making a clean breast, and liberating 
niy soul), perltaps of all tbe novel-spinners now ex- 
tant, the present speaker is tbe most addicted to 
preaching. Does be not stop perpetually in bis 
story and begin to preach to you? When be ought 
to be engaged witli business, is be not for ever tak- 
ing the Muse by the sleeve, aird plaguing her with 
some of bis eyuieal sermons? I cry peceavi loudly 
and heartily. I tell you I would like to be able to 
write a story wbicb should show no egotbsm what- 
ever — in which there should be no reflections, no 
cynicism, no vulgarity (and so forth) , but an in- 
cident in every other page, a villain, a battle, 
a mystery in every chapter. I should like 
to he able to feed a reader so spicily as to leave 
him hungerliig and thirsting for more at the end of 
every monthly meal. 

Alexandre Dumas describes himself, when in- 
venting the plan of a work, as lying silent on his 
hack for two whole days on the deck of a yacht in 
a jMcditerraneau port. At the end of the two days 
he arose and called for dinner. In those two days 
he had built his plot. He had moulded a inighty 
clay, to be cast presently in perennial brass. The 
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chapters, the characters, the incidents, the comhiiiations 
were all ai-ranged in the artist’s brain ere he set a pen to 
paper. My Pegasus -won’t fly, so as to let me 
survey the field below me. He has no T.vings, lie is 
Mind of one eye certainly, he is restive, stubborn, 
slow; crops a hedge when he ought to be galloping, 
or gallops -u'hen he ought to bo quiet. He never 
will show off when I want him. Sometimes he goes 
at a pace which surprises me. Sometimes, when I 
moat wish him to make the running, the hriite turns 
restive, and I am obliged to let him take his own 
time. I wonder do other novel-writers experience 
this fatalism? They mmt go a certain -way, in spitO 
of themselves. I have been surprised at the ob- 
servations made by some of my cbaracters. It 
seems as if an occult Power was moving tbe pen. 
The personage does or says something, and I ask, 
how the dickens did he come to think of that? 
Every man has remarked in dreams, the vast 
dramatic power which is sometimes evinced; I won’t 
say the surprising power, for nothing does surprise 
you in dreams. But those strange eliavaotcrs you 
meet make instant observations of -svliich you never 
can have thonght previotisly. In like manner, the 
imagination foretells tilings. We spake anon of 
the inflated style of some -e'riters. Wiat also if 
there is an affiated style, — when a writer is like a 
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Pytlioness ou lier oracle tripoS, and mighty words, 
words wliicli he cannot help, come blowing, and 
bellowing, and whistling, and moaning tlirougli tho 
speaking pipes of liis bodily organ? I have told 
you it was a very queer shock to me the other day 
when, with a letter of introduction in his hand, the 
artist’s (not my) Philip Pirmin walked into this 
room, and sat dorm in the chair opposite. In the 
novel of “Pendennis,” •wiitten ten years ago, there 
is an account of a certain Costigan, whom I had in- 
vented (as I suppose authors invent their personages 
out of scraps, heel-taps, odds and ends of characters). 
I was smoking in a tavern parlour one night — and 
this Costigan came into the room alive — tho very 
man: — the most remarkable resemblance of the 
printed sketches of the man, of the rude drawings 
in which I had depicted him. He had the same 
little coat, the same battered hat, cocked on one eye, 
the same twinkle in that eye. “Sir," said I, know- 
ing him to he an old friend whom I had met in un- 
known regions, “sir," I said, “may I offer you a 
glass of brandy-and-wator?" “Bedad, ye may" 
says he, “and I'll sing ye a song tu." Of course he 
spoke with an Irish brogue. Of com-se be had been 
in the army. In ten miantes he pulled out an 
Army Agent’s account, whereon Ms name was 
written. A few months after we read of him in a 



136 


eodndabout papers. 


polioe coiirt. Hov liad I come to ktio'w Mm, to 
divine Hm? NotMng shall convince me that I have 
not seen tliat man in the ’svoi-ld of spirits. In the 
world of spirits and water I know I did: but that i.s 
a mere quibble of words. I was not sitrprised 
when he spoke in an Irish brogue. I had had 
cognizance of him before somehow. Wlio has not 
felt that little shock which arises when a person, a 
place, some words in a hook (there is always a col- 
location) present themselves to you, and you know 
that you have before met the same person, words, 
scene, and so forth? 

Tliey used to call the good Sir Walter the 
“Wizard of the North.” Wliat if some writer should 
appear who can write so enehantinghj that he shall 
be able to call into actual life the people whom he 
invents? . What if Mignon, and Mai-garet, and 
Goetz von Berlicliingen are alive now (though I 
don’t say they are visible), and Dugald Dalgetty and 
Ivanhoe were to step in at that open window by 
the little garden yonder? Sttppo.se Uncas sind onr 
noble old Leather Stocking were to glide sihnit in? 
Suppose Athos, Porthos, and Aramis should enter 
witli a noi,seless swagger, curling their moustaches? 
And dearest Amelia Booth, on Uncle Toby’s arm; 
and Tittlebat Titmouse, with his hair dyed green; 
and all the Crummies company of comedians. 
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witli tlie Gil Bias troop; and Sir Roger de Gover- 
ley; and the greatest of all crazy gentlemen, the 
Knight of La Mancha, with his blessed squire? I 
say to you, I look rather wistfully towards the 
window, musing upon these people. "Were any of 
them to enter, I think I should not he very much 
frightened. Dear old friends, what pleasant hours 
I have had noth them! We do not see each other 
very often, hnt when w'e do, we are ever happy to 
meet. I had a capital half hour with .Tacoh Faith- 
ful last night; when the last sheet was corrected, 
when “Finis” had been written, and the printer’s 
boy, with the copy, was safe in Green Arhour 
Court. 

So you are gone, little jninter’s hoy, with the 
last scratches and corrections on the proof, and a 
fine flourish hy way of Finis at the story’s end. 
The last corrections? I say those last corrections 
seem never to be finished. A plague upon the 
weeds! Every day, when I walk in my own little 
literary garden-plot, I spy some, and should like to 
have a sjnicl, and root them out. Those idle words, 
neighbour, are pastremedy. That turning back to the 
old pages produces anything hut elation of mind. 
Would you not pay a pretty fine to he able to 
cancel some of them? Ob,, the sad old pages, the 
dull old pages! Gh, the cares, the mim, the 
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squabbles, the repetitions, the old conversations over 
and over again! But now and again a Itind tliought 
is recalled, and now and again a clear moiuory. 
Yet a few chapters more, and then the last; after 
which, behold Finis itself come to an end, and the 
Infinite begun. 
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As some bells ia a church hard by are making 
a great holiday clanging in the summer afternoon, 
I am reminded somehow of a July day, a garden, 
and a great clanging of bells years and years ago, 
on the very day when George IV. was crowned. I 
remember a little boy lying in that garden reading 
Ms first novel. It was called the “Scottish Chiefs.” 
The little hoy (who is now ancient and not little) 
read this book in the summer-house of hLs great 
grandmamma. She was eighty years of age then. 
A most lovely and picturesque old lady, with a long 
tortoiseshell cane, with a little puff, or tmr, of snow- 
white (or was it powdered?) hair under her cap, 
with the prettiest little black-velvet slippers and 
high heels you ever saw. She had a grandson, a 
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lieutenant in tlie navy; son of her son, a captain in 
the navy; grandson of her husband, a captain in the 
navy. She lived for scores and scores of years 
in a dear little old Hampshii’e town inlnahited by 
the wives, widows, daughters of navy captain.?, ad- 
mirals, lieutenants. Dear me! Don’t I rememher 
Mrs. Duval, widow of Admiral Duval; and the Mis,s 
Dennets, at the Great House at the other end of the 
town, Admiral Dennet’s darrgliters; and the Miss 
Barrys, the late Captain Barry’s daughters; and 
the good old Miss Maskews, Admiral Maskews’ 
daughter; and that dear little Miss Norval, and the 
kind Miss Bookers, one of whom married Cajdain, 
now Admiral, Sir Hem-y Excellent, K. C. B.? 
Ear, far away into the past I look and see the little 
town with its friendly glimmer. That town was so 
like a novel of Miss Austen’s that I wonder was she 
horn and bred there? No, we should have known, 
and the good old ladies would have pronounced her 
to he a little idle thing, occupied with her silly 
books and neglecting her housekeeping. There 
were other towns in England, no doubt, where 
dwelt the widows and wives of other navy captains; 
where they tattled, loved each other, and quarrelled; 
talked about Betty the maid, and her fine ribbon.s 
indeed! took their dish of tea at six, played at 
quadrille every night till ten, wlieii tliere was a 
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little lit of supper, after whieli Betty came with 
the lantlioim; and next day came, and next, and 
next, and so forth, until a day arrived when the 
lanthorn was out, when Betty came no more: all 
that little company sank to rest under the daisies, 
whither some folks will presently follow them. How 
did they live to he so old, tho.se good people? J&e 
ffui iwcs jmrk, I perfectly recollect old Mr. Gilbert, 
who had been to sea with Captain Cook; and 
Captain Cook, as yon jratly observe, dear Miss, 
quoting out of your “Mangiiall’s Questions," was 
murdered hy the natives of Owliylice, anno 1779. 
All! don’t you remember his picture, standing on the 
seashore, in tights and gaiters, with a musket in his 
hand, pointing to his peotile not to fire from tlio 
boats, whilst a great tattooed savage is going to 
stab him in the hack? Don’t you remember tliose 
houris dancing before bim and tlie other officers at 
the great Otaheite ball? Don’t you know that 
Cook %vas at the siege of Quebec, with the glorious 
Wolfe, who fought under the Duke of Cumberland, 
whose royal father was a distinguished officer at 
Eamillies, before he commanded in chief at 
Dettingen? Huzza! Give it them, iny lads! My 
horse is down? Then I know I shall not run 
away. Do the French run? then I die content. 
Stop. Wo! My Pegasus is gallop- 
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ing off, goodness knows where, like his Majesty's 
charger at Dettingen. 

How do these rich historical and personal re- 
miniscences come out of the subject at present iu 
hand? What u that subject, hy the way? My 
dear friend, if you look at the last essaykin (though 
you may leave it alone, and I shall not he in the 
least surprised or offended), if you look at the last 
jiaper, where the writer imagines Athos and Porthos, 
Dalgetty and Ivanhoe, Amelia and Sir Charles 
Graudison, Don Quixote and Sir Roger, walking in 
at the garden-window, you will at once perceive 
that Novels and their heroes and heroines are our 
present subject of discourse, into which we will pre- 
sently plunge. Are you one of us, dear sir, and do 
you love novel-reading? To ho reminded of your 
first novel will surely be a pleasure to you. Hush! 
I never read quite to the end of my first, the 
“Scottish Chiefs.” I couldn’t. I peeped in an 
alarmed furtive manner at some of the closing pages. 
Miss Porter, like a kind dear tender-hearted creature, 
would not have Wallace’s head chopped off at the 
end of Vol. V. She made him die in prison,* and 

* I fiud, on rcforcnco to tho novel, that Sir William died on tho 
scaffold, not in prisom Hia last words wore, prayer is heard. 

Life’s cord Is cut by heaven. Helen! Helc&l May heaven preserve 
my country, and — He Btoppod,. Ho feli^ And with thiit mighty 
shook tho scaffold dhook to its foandationi” 
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if I remomber right (protesting I hare not read the 
book for forty-two or tlu-ee years), Eobert Draee 
made a speech to his soldiers, in which he said, 
“And Bannockhurn shall equal Cambnskeuneth,”* 
But I repeat, I could not road the end of the fifth 
volume of that deal- delightful hook for crying. 
Good heavens! It was as sad, a,s sad as going 
back to school. 

The glorious Scott cycle of romances came to 
me some four or five years afterwards; and I think 
boys of our year were specially fortunate in coming 
upon those delightful hooks at that special time 
when we could best enjoy them. Oh, that simshiny 
bench on half-holidays, with Claverhouse or Ivanhoe 
for a companion! I have remarked of very late 
days some little men in a great state of delectation 
over the romances of Captein Mayne Eeid, and 

•» The romarU of Brace (which I protest I had hot read for forty- 
two yoars), I ftud to bo as follows:— “\yhon thU was attered by the 
English heralds, Bruce tumod to Rutlivoa , with aa heroic smile , ‘Lot 
Ulia come, iny brave bnrona! and lio shall find that BanuoGkbuva shall 
page with Cambuskeiiaoth!'” In the same uuiiablo author’s famoue 
novel of “Thadflous of Wai-saw,” there is more crying than in any novel 
I ever remombor to have reado Boo , for esamplo, tho Inst page. • . . 
“Incapable of speaking, Thaddous led hia. wife back to lior car- 
riage. . . . His tears guahod out in spite of himself, and laingling 

with hevs, poured those thanks, those assurances, of animated ap* 
probaliou through her heart, which made it oveu ache with cxceaB of 
happiuoss." . . . And a sentence or two further. “Kosciusko did 
blcua him, and embalmed the benediction with a shower of teara.’' 
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ing- ofl‘, goodness knows where, like his Majesty’s 
charger at Dettingen. 

How do these rich historical and personal re- 
minisceuees come out of the subject at present in 
hand? Wliat «« that subject, by the way? My 
dear friend, if you look at the last essaykin (though 
yon may leave it alone, and I shall not be in the 
least surprised or offended), if you look at the last 
paper, where the writer imagines Athos and Porthos, 
Dalgetty and lyanhoe, Amelia and Sir Charles 
Qrandison, Don Quixote and Sir Eoger, walking in 
at the garden-window, you will at once perceive 
that Novebs and their heroes and heroines are our 
present subject of discourse, into which wo will pre- 
sently plunge. Are you one of us, dear sir, and do 
you love novel-reading? To be reminded of your 
first novel will surely be a pleasure to you. Hush! 
I never read quite to the end of my first, the 
“Scottish Chiefs.” I couldn’t. I peeped in an 
alarmed furtive manner at some of the closing pages. 
Miss Porter, like a kind dear tender-hearted creature, 
would not have Wallace’s head chopped off at the 
end of Vol. V. She made him die in pri.son," and 

* I find , on roforonce to tha novel , that Sir William died on tho 
aoaffold, nut in prison. Hla last words wore, “' Jly prayer is hoard. 
Lifo’s cord is out by Uesivon. Heioni Holoul May hoavon presorvu 
my coautry, snd ’ Ha stopped. He fell. And with Unit mighty 
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if I reinomlaer right (protesting I have not read the 
book for forty-two or three years), Eobert Bruce 
made a speech to his soldiers, in wliieh he said, 
“ And Bannockburn shall etjual Canibuskenueth.”* 
But I repeat, I could not read the end of the fifth 
volume of that dear delightful hook for crying. 
Good heavens! It was as sad, as sad as going 
back to school. 

The glorioiis Scott cycle of romances came to 
JUG some four or five years afterivards; and I think 
hoys of our year were specially fortunate in coming 
upon those delightful books at that special time 
when we could best enjoy them. Oh, that sunshiny 
bench dll half-holidays, with Claverhouse or ivanhoa 
for a companion! I have remarked of very late 
days some little men in a gi-eat state of delectation 
over the romances of Captain Mayne Eeid, and 

* Tlia roiomk of Brace (uchicli 1 protest I lied not read tor forty- 
two yonvs), I find to bo as follows:— “WUou this was uttered by tUo 
Englisli heralds, Bruee turned to Batbven, with an heroic sniUo, ‘Let 
him doino, my bravo barons) and ho shall find that Bannockburn shall 

novel of “Thaddeus of Warsaw,” thoro Is more crying than iu any novel 
1 over romomhor to have read. Soo , for onamplo, tho last page, . . . 
“Incapable of apeakiag, Thaddeus lod his wife baok to her c,ar- 
riago. . . . His tears gushed out iu sptta of himaolt, and mingling 
with hors, poured those thanks, those assurancos, of animated ap- 
probation through hor heart , which made it even acho with oxcoas of 
happlnoas.” . . . And a sentonco or two further. “Kosciusko did 
hle.ss him, and omhalmed the bonedictiou with a shower of tears.” 
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Gustave Aimard’s Prairie and Indian Stories, and 
during occasional holiday visits, lurking off to bed 
with the volume under their arms. But are those 
Indians and warriors so terrible as our Indians and 
warriors were? (I say, are they? Young gentle- 
men, mind, I do not say they are not.) But as an 
oldster I can be heartily thankful for the novels of 
the 1—10 Geo. IV., let ns say, and so downward 
to a period not unremote. Let us see; there is, 
first, our dear Scott. Wliom do I love in the works 
of that deal’ old master? Amo— 

The Baron of Bradwardine, and Fergus, (Captain 
"Waverley is certainly very mild.) 

Amo Ivanhoe; LOCKSLEY; the Templar. 

Amo Quentin Durward, and specially Quentin’s 
uncle, who brought the Boar to bay. 1 forget the 
gentleman’s name. 

I have never cared for the Master of Eavens- 
wood, or fetched Ms hat out of the water since ho 
dropped it there when I last met him (circa 1825.) 

Amo Sai/Adin and the Scotch kniglit in the 
“Talisman." The Sultan best. 

Amo Claverhousb. 

Amo Ma,tor BajjGetty. Delightful Major. To 
think of him is to desire to jump up, run to the 
book, and get tbe vointne down from the shelf. 
About all those heroes of Scott, what a manly bloom 
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there is, and honourable modesty! They aro not at 
all heroic. They seem to blush somehow in their 
position of hero, and as it were to say, “Since it 
must be done, here goes!" They are haiidsorne, 
modest, upright, simple, courageous, not too clever. 
If I were, a mother (■which is absurd), 1 should like 
to be mother-in-latv to several young men of tlie 
■Walter-Scott-hero sort. 

Much as I like those most unassuming, manly, 
unpretending gentlemen, I have to own that I think 
the heroe.s of anothei' writer, viz. : — 

LnATHEU-STaOKING, 

TJncas, 

Harpheaht, 

Tom Coffin, 

are quite the equals of Scott's men; perhaps Leather- 
stocldng is better than any one in “Scott’s lot.” 
La Lmgiis Car aline is one of the great prize-rnen of 
fiction. He ranks mth your Uncle Toby, Sir Roger 
de Coverley, Ualstaff — heroic figures, all — American 
or British, and the artist lias deserved well of his 
country who devised them. 

At school, in my time, there was a public day, 
■\vheu the boys’ relatives, an examining bigwig or 
two from the universities, old schoolfellows, and so 
forth, came to the place. The boys were all paraded; 
prizes wmre administered; each lad being in a now 
Monnilahout Papers. II, 10 
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suit, of clotlios — and magnMcenf dandies, I promise 
you, eonie of ns were. Oli, the chubhy cheeks, cleaii 
collars, glos.sy new raiment, beaming faces, glorioii.s 
in jmuth — -fit tueri cotfow— bright with truth, and 
mirth, and honom.'! To see a hundred boys mar- 
shalled in a chapel or old hall; to hear tlieir sweet 
fre,sh voices when they chant, and look in their 
brave calm faces; I say, does not the sight and 
sound of them smite you, somehow, with a pang of 
exfpiisite Idndness? . . . Well. As about boys,, so 
about Novelists. I fancy the boys of Parnassus 
School all paraded. I am a lower boy myself in 
that academy. I like our fellows to look well, ;up- 
rigbt, gentlemanlike. There is Master Pielding — 
he with the black eye. What a magnificent build 
of a boy ! There is Master Scott, one of the heads 
of the school. Did you ever see the fellow more 
hearty and manly? Yonder lean, shambling, ca- 
daverous lad, who is always borrowing money, tell- 
ing lies, leering after the housemaids, is Master 
Laurence Sterne-— a bishop’s grandson, and liimself 
intended for the Church; for shame, you little re- 
probate! But what a genius the follow has! Let 
him luu'e a sound flogging, and as soon as the 
young scamp Is out of the whipping-room give him 
a gold modal. Such would be my practice if I 
were Doctor Bii’ch, and master of the school. 
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Let iia (Iroj) tin’s school mctaplior, this hirch and 
all jicj-taining' thereto. Our snbject, I heg‘ leave to 
remind the reader’s Imnihle servant, is no’i-el heroes 
and heroines. Hob' do you like your heroes, ladies'? 
(■'eutlcmen, what novel heroines do yon prefer? 
When I set thi.s essay going, I sent the .above 
question to two of the most inveterate noveLreaders 
of iny acquaintance. The gentleman refers mo to 
Miss An.steu; the lady says Atlios, Guy Livingston, 
and (pardon my rosy blushes) Colonel I'lsmpiid, and 
owns that in youth she was very mtich in love 'with 
Valancourt. 

“Valaucourt? and who w'as he?” cry the yonng 
people, yalancourt, my dears, was the hero of 
one of the mo,st famoim romances which ever was 
published in this country. The beauty and elegance 
of Valanconrt made your yonng grandmammas’ 
gentle hearts to beat with respectftil sympathy. He 
and his glory have passed away. Ah, ivoe is me 
that 'the glory of novels should ever decay; that 
du.sr should gather round them on the shelves; that 
the annual cheipios from Messieurs the jmblishers 
sliould dwindle, dwindle! Inrpiire at Mudie’s, or 
the London Library, who asks for the “My, stories 
of Udolpho” now? Have not even the “Mysteries 
of Paris” ceased to frighten? Alas, our novels are 
but for a season; and I know chawicters whom a 
10* 
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jifliuM modesty forbids mo to mention, wlio sliall 
go to limbo along -with “Valanconrt" and “Dori- 
coiu't" and “ThaddeuB of Warsaw,” 

A dear old sentimental friend, with whom I dis- 
coursed on the subject of novels yesterday, said that 
her favourite hero was Lord Orville, in “Evelina,” 
that novel which Doctor Johnson loved so. I took 
do’ivn the book from a dusty old crypt at a club, 
where Mrs. Barbauld’s novelists repose: and this is 
the kind of tiling, ladies and gentlemen, in which 
your ancestors found pleasure: — 

“And here, wMlst I was looking for the books, 
I Avas folloAved by Lord Oiwille. He shut the door 
after he came- in, and, approaching me with a look 
of anxiety, said, ‘Is this true, Miss Auville— “are 
you going?’ 

“ ‘ I helieve so, my lord,’ said I, still looking for 
the books. 

‘“So suddenly, so unexpectedly: must I lose 
you?’ 

‘“No great lo.ss, my lord,’ said I, endeavouring 
to speak chceifully. 

‘“is it possible,’ said he, gravely, ‘Miss Anville 
can doubt my sincerity?’ 

“‘I can’t imagine,' cried I, ‘w'hat Mrs. Selwyn 
has done Avith those books.' 
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‘“Would to heaven,’ continued he, ‘I might 
flatter myself yon would allow me to prove it!’ 

‘“I must run upstairs,’ cried I, gi-eatly con- 
fused, ‘aud ask what she has done with them.’ 

“‘You are going then,’ cried he, taking my 
hand, ‘and yon give me not the smallest hope of 
any votiiril! Will you not, my too lovely friend, 
will you not teach me, with fortitude like your own, 
to support your absence? ’ 

“‘My lord,’ cried I, endeavouring to disengage 
my hand, ‘pray lot me go!’ 

“‘I will,’ cried he, to my inexpressible con- 
fusion? dropping on one kueo, ‘if you wish me to 
leave you.’ 

“‘Oh, my lord,’ exclaimed I, ‘rise, I beseech 
you; rise. Sirrcly your lordship is not so cruel as 
to mock me.’ 

“‘Mock you!' repeated he earnestly, ‘no, I re- 
vere you. I esteem and admire you above all 
human beings! You are the friend to whom my 
soul i.s attached, as to its better half. Yon are the 
most amiable, the most perfect of women; and you 
are dearer to me than language has the power of 
telling.’ 

“I attempt not to de.seribe my sensations at lliat 
moment; 1 scarce breathed; I doubted if I c-xisted; 
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the bhjoil forsook my cheeks, anA my feet refused 
to sustain me. Lord Orville hastily rising sup- 
ported me to a chair upon which J sunk almost 
lifeless. 

“I cannot write the scene that followed, though 
every word is engraven on my heart; hut his pro- 
testations, his expressions, were too flattering for 
repetition; nor would ho, in sjjitc of my repented 
efforts to leave Mm, sxtffer me to escape; in short, 
my dear sir, I was not proof against his solicitations, 
and he drew from me the most sacred secret of my 
heart!”* 

* ContoBt this oia pBrftimofl, powdersd D’Ai'bUy oonvorsatioji 
with tha pi-osent modoen talk. If the two young poopio tvlshad to hide 
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Otlier people may not nnieh like tlii.s oxtrac), 
madam, from your favourite novel, but when you 
come to read it, you will like it. I suspect that 
when you read that hook which you so lovo, you 
read it a i.limx. Did you not yourself piass a w'iuter 
at Bath, when you were the hello of the asserably? 
Was there hot a Lord Orrdlle in your case too? 
As you think of him eleven lustres pass aw'ay. Yon 
look at him with the hright eyes of those days, aud 
your hero stands hofore yon, the brave, the accom- 
plished, the simpde, the true gentleman; and he 
makes the most eleg’ant of bows to one of the most 
beautiful young women the rvorld ever saw; and ho 
leads you out to the cotillon, to the dear uiiforgotteii 
music. Hai'k to the horns of Elfaud, blowing, 
blowing! Bonne vieilh, you remember their melody, 
and your heart-strings thrill with it still. 

Of your heroic heroes, I think oiu’ friend Mon- 
seigneur Athos, Count do la P^re, is my favourite. 
I have read about him from sunrise to sunset Avith 
the utmost contentment of mind. lie has passed 
through hoAV many volumes? Porty, Fifty? I 

tbo wouioiil lu tljo thiio of Sliss Porter and Madanio D’Arblfiy, wq 

to wmneu. In tbo time of Mies BrantB, ab-iolmo rodeaedfi, Is it tnie, 
inQsdAina.s, that you like rudeness , a»d are pleased at being ill-iised by 
men? I could point to more than one lady, noveitat who so ropreseuta 
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wish for iny part there were a hiindrecl more, and 
would never tire of him rescuing prisoners, punisli- 
ing ruffians, and running scoundrels through the 
midriff with his most graceful rapier. Ah, Athos, 
Porthos, and Aramis, you are a magnificent trio. 
I think I like d’Artagnan in his own memou'S best. 
I bought him years and years ago, price flvepence, 
in a little parchment-covered Cologne-printed vohime, 
at a stall in Gray’s Inn Lane. Dumas glorifies him 
and makes a Marshal of him; if I remember rightly, 
the original d’Artagnan was a needy adventurer, 
who died in exile veiy early in Louis XIV. ’s reign. 
Did you ever road the “Clievalier d’Harmenthal?” 
Did you ever read the “Tnlipe Nome," as modest 
as a story by Miss Edgeworth? I think of the pro- 
digal banquets to which this LueuUus of a man has 
invited me, with thanks and wonder. To what a 
aeries of splendid entertainments he has treated me! 
Where docs he find the money for these prodigious 
feasts? They say that all the works bearing 
Dumas’.s name are not written by him. Well? Does 
not the chief cook have aides under him? Did not 
Enheus’s pupils paint on his canvases? Had not 
Lawrence assistants for his backgrounds? For my- 
.sc'lf, beiiig also da metur, I confess I would often 
like to have a competent, respectable, and i-apid 
clerk for the business part of my nove].s; and on 
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his arrival, at elevea o’clocfc, would say, “Mr. 
Jones, if you please, the archbishop must die this 
morniug iu about five pages. Turn to article 
‘Dropsy’ (or what you will) in Encyclopedia. Take 
care there are no medical blunders in his death. 
Group his daughters, physicians, and chaplains 
round him. In Wales’ ‘London,’ letter B, third 
shelf, you will find an account of Lambctl), and 
some prints of the place. Colour in with local 
colouring. The daughter will come down, and speak 
to her lover in his wherry at Lambeth >Stairs,’’ 
&o. &o. J ones (an intelligent young man) examines 
the medical, historical, topographical books neces- 
sary, his chief points out to him in Jeremy Taylor 
(fob, London, m.»clv.) a few remarks, such as 
might befit a dear old archbishop departing this life. 
When I come back to dress for dinner, the arcb- 
bisbop is dead on my table in five pages; medicine, 
topography, theology, all right, and Jones has gone 
homo to his family some hours. Sh Christopher is 
the architoct of St. Paril’s. He has not laid the 
stones or carried up the mortar. There is a great 
deal of carpenter’, s and joiner’s work in novels wliieli 
surely a smart profession.al hand might supply. A 
smart professional hand? I give you my word, 
tiierc seem to mo parts of novels— let us say tlio 
love-making, the “btisiness,” the ’tdllaiu in the cup- 
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lioard, and so fortli, which [ whonld like to order 
John Footman to take in hand, as I de«ire liira to i 

bring tlie coals and polislt the Foots. Ask 7n/; in- ! 

deed to pop a robber under a bed, to hide a will i 

which shall be forthcoining in due season, or at my [ 

time of life to write a namby-pamby love coiiver- I 

sation between Emily and Lord Arthur! I feel 1 

ashamed of myself, aud especially when my busi- i 

neas obliges me to do the love-passages, I blu.sh .so, j 

though quite alone in iny study, that you would I 

fancy I was going off in an apoplexy. Are authors j 

affected by their own works? I don’t know about l 

other gentlemen, hut if I make a joke myself I i 

cry; if I write a iiathetie scene I am laughing wildly !> 

all the time — at least Tomkins thinks so. You 
know I am sitch a cynic! . ■ 

The editor of the Cornldll Magazine (no soft and 
yielding character like his predecessor, but a man ^ 

of stern resolution) wiU only allow these harmless »' 

papers to run to a certain length. But for this veto | 

I should gladly have j)rattled over lialf a slieet [ 

more, and have diaeoursod on many heroes and i 

heroines of novels whom fond memory brings back j 

to me. Of these books I have been a. diligent I 

student from those early days, which are recorded 
at the commencement of this little e.s,say. Oh, de- 
lightful novels, well remembered! Oh, novels, 



Bwcet and delicious as tlifi raspberry open-tarts of 
budding' boyliood! Do I forget one night after 
praj^ers (when we under-boys were sent to bed) 
lingering at my cupboard to read one little half 
page more of iny dear Walter Scott— -and down 
came the monitor’s dictioiiaiy upon my bead! Ee- 
becca, daughter of Isaac of Tort, I bare lored thee 
Mthfully for forty years! Thou Trert twenty years 
old (say) and I but twelve, when I knew thee. At 
sixty odd, love, most of the ladies of fby Orient 
race have lost the bloom of youth, and bulged 
beyond the line of beauty; but to me thou art ever 
young and fair, and I will do battle with any felon 
Templar who assails thy fair name. 
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The gracious reader no doubt has remarked that 
these humble sermons have for subjects some little 
event -which happens at the preacher’s own gate, or 
■which falls under his peculiar cognizance. Once, 
you may remember, we discoursed about a chalk- 
mark on the door. This morning Betsy, the house- 
maid, comes with a frightened look, and says, 
“Law, mum! there’s three bricks taken out of the 
garden wall, and the branches broke, and all the 
pears taken oft’ the pear-tree!” Poor peaceful sub- 
urban pear-tree! Gaol-birds have hopped about thy 
branches, and robbed them of their .smoky frnii:. 
But those bricks removed; that ladder evidently pre- 
pared, by which unknown marauders may cntei- and 
de]iart from my little Englishman’s ea.4tlo; i.s not 



tliifl a snliject of thTillhig interest, and may it not 
le conimwd in a future numler ? — that is the terrible 
(.^iiostion. Suppose, having escaladecl the outer wall, 
tlie miscreants take a fancy to storm the castle? 
Well — well! we are armed; wo are muneroiis; we 
are men of tremendous com'age, who will defend 
our spoons with our lives; and there are barracks 
close by (thank goodness!) whence, at the noise of 
our shouts and firing, at least a thou sand bayonets 
will bristle to our rescue. 

What sound is yonder? A ohiu’cb bell I might 
go myself, but how listen to the sermon? I am 
thinking of those thieves who have made a ladder 
of my wall, and a prey of my pear-tree. They may 
bo walking to church at this moment, neatly shaved, 
in dean linen, with every outward appearance of 
virtue. If I went, I know' I should bo watoliing the 
congregation, and thinking, “Is that one of the 
felloAvs who came over my wall?” If, after the 
reading of the eighth Commandment, a man sang 
out with particular energy, “Incline our hearts to 
keep tins law,” I should think, “Aha, Master Basso, 
did you have pears for breakfast this morning?” 
Grime is walking round me, that is clear. Who is 
the perpetrator? . . . What a changed aajject 

the world has, since these last few lines were written! 
T have been walking round about my premises, and 
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in consnltation with a gentleman in a single-breasted 
blue coat, with pewter buttons, and a tape ornament 
oil the collar. He has looked at the holes in the 
wall, and the amputated tree. We have formed our 
plan of defence — perhaps of attaok. Perhaps some 
day you may read in the papers, “Darinw Attempt 
AT BunfruAiiY — H euoic Viotoey ovke tub Vielaies,” 
&c. &c. Eascals as yet unknown! ]iorha])s yon, too, 
may read these words, and may be induced to pause 
in your fatal intention. Take the advice of a sincere 
friend, and keep off. To find a man wTitliing in 
my man-traiJ, another mayhap impaled in my ditch, 
to pick off another from my tree (scoundrel! as though 
he were a peai’) will give me no pleasure; but such 
tilings may happen. Be warned in time, villains! 
Or, if yon must inirsue, your calling as cracksmen, 
have the goodne.ss to try some other shutters. Enough ! 
subside into yoni- darkness, children of night ! Thieves ! 
wm seek not to have you hanged — you are hut as 
pegs whereon to bang others. 

I may have sfiid before, that if I were going 
to he hanged myself, I think I should take an ac- 
curate note of my sensations , req^uest to stop at some 
public-house on the road to Tyburn, and be provided 
■with a private room and writing-materials, and give 
an account of my state of mind. Then, geo up, 
carter! I bog your reverence to continue your 
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not novel., I'emarks on my situfition ; 
—ami fin ^YQ tlrivo up to Tyburn turnpike, u-liere an 
expectant cr<3wd, tlic obliging sheriffs, ami the 
dexterous and rapid Mr. Ketch are already in 
Avaitiiig. 

A number of labouring people arc tuiuiitoring 
about our streets and taking their r-est on tins holi- 
day — fello-vva who have no more stolen iny pears 
than they have robbed the crown jewels out of the 
Tower-— and I say I cannot help thiulciug in my own 
mind, "Are you the rascal who got over my wall 
last night i'” Is the suspiicion haunting niy mind 
written on my countenance? I trust hot. What if 
one man after another were to come up to me and 
say, “How dare you, sir, suspect me in your mind 
of stealing your fruit? Go he hanged, you and your 
jargonols!” Yon rascal thief! it is not merely three- 
halfp’oi'th of sooty fruit you rob me of, it is my 
peace of mind — my artless innocence and trust in 
my fellow-creatures, my child-like belief that every- 
thing’ tliey say is true. How can I hold out the 
hand of liicndship in this condition, when iny Jirst 
iiiipiression is, “My good sir, I strongly suspect that 
you were up my pear-tree last night?” It is a 
dreadful state of mind. The core is black; the 
deatli-stvieken fruit drops on the bough, and a great 
worm Is within— fattening, and feasting, and wrig- 
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giiiig ! Wlio stole the pears? I say. Is it yon, 
brother? Is it yon, madam! Come! arc yovi ready 
to answer — res^mdere paraii et cantare pares? (0 
shame! shame!) 

Will the villains ever be discovered and punished 
who stole my fruit? Some unlucky rascals wlio rob 
orchards are caught uj) the tree at once. Some rob 
through life with impunity. If I, for my part, were 
to try and get up the smalle.st tree, on the darkest 
night, in the most remote orchard, I wager any 
money I should be found out — be caught by the leg 
in a man-trap, or have Towler fastening on me. I 
always am found out; have been; shall be. It’s my 
luck. Other men will carry off bushels of fruit, and 
get away undetected, unsuspected; whereas I know 
woe and punishment would fall upon me wore 1 to 
lay my hand on the smallest pippin. So be it. A 
man who has this precious self-knondedge will surely 
keep his hands from picking and stealing, and his 
feet upon the paths of virtne. 

I will assume, my benevolent friend and present 
reader, that you yourself are virtuous, not from a 
fear of punishment, but from a sheer love of good: 
but as you and I walk tbrough life, consider what 
hundreds of thousands of rascals wo must have met, 
u'ho have not been found out at all. In liigh places 
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anti low, in Clubs and on ’Change, at chwi’ch or the 
halls and routs of the nobility and gentry, how 
dreadful it is for benevolent beings like you and me 
to have to thiulc these undiscovered though not un- 
suspected scouiub-els are swarming! What is the 
tliffereiice. hetween you and a galley-slave? Is 
yonder poor wretch at the hulks not a man and a 
brother too? Have you ever forged, my dear sir? 
Have you over cheated your ncighhour? Have you 
ever ridden to Hounslow Heath and robbed the mail? 
Have you ever entered a first-class railway-carriage, 
where an old goidleman sat alone in a sweet sleep, 
daintily murdered him, taken his pocket-book, and 
got out at the next station? You know that tliis 
circumstance occurred in France a few months since. 
If we have travelled in France this autumn we may 
have met the i2ig0aious gentleman wlio peipetr-ated 
thi.s daring and snceo-ssful mtp. We may have 
found him a well-inforined and agreeable man. I 
have been acquainted witb two or throe gentlemen 
who have been discovered after — after tho perform- 
ance of illegal actions. What? Tliat agrccaldo 
rattling fellow we met was the celebrated Mr. .rohii 
Slieppat'd? Was that amiable quiet gentleman in 
spectacles the well-known Mr. Faontleroy? In 
Hazlitt’s admirable paper, “Croing to a Fight," lie 
Uomdahoni Papars. 11. .11 
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(Ifisuvihos a dasluiif; sporting fellow 'wli.n was in tlio 
coacli, and who was no less a mau than the oiniiifnl, 
destroyer of Mr. William Weare. i’lon'l tell me 
(hat you would not like to have met (oirt of Imsi- 
nf‘.ss) Captain Sheppard, the E,evei-otid Doet or Dodd, 
or others rendered fauiotis hy their aetions and mis- 
fortunes, hy their lives and their deaths, ddu'}' arc 
the subjects of ballads, the heroes of roraanee. A 
friend of mine had the house in May Ifair, ont of 
wliich poor Doctor Dodd was taken hiuideuffed. 
There wa.s the paved hall over which ho ste2>j)ed. 
That little room at the side was, no douljt, the study 
where he composed his elegant sennous. Two years 
shiceThad the goodfortunetoparlakoofsomoadniirahlo 
dinners in Tyhurnia— ■in.aguiiicout dianer.s indeed-, 
hut rendered doubly interesting from (he fact (hat 
the house was that occupied by tlio late Mr. Sadleir. 
One night the late Mr. Sadleir took tea in that 
dining-room, and, to the .surprise of his hutlor, wont 
out, having put into his pocket Ids own cream-jug. 
TJie, next morning, you know, lie was found dead 
on Ilanijist-ead Heath, with the cream-jug lying liy 
him , into which he had floured the iioison hy wiiicli 
he died. TJie idea of the gliosfc of (he late gen- 
tleman flitting about the room gave a strange inter- 
est to the hanrpiet. Can you fancy him taking hi.s 
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Ini i\]uno in ilie dining-room? He empfies that 
crciini-jng and puts it in his pocket; and. (hen lie 
opens yonder door, tlirongli wliie.h he i.s vifivev fo 
pass again. iMow he crosses the liall: and hark! 
the hall-door shuts upon him, and his step.s die away. 
Tliey are. gone, into the night. They traverse the 
.slei jiing city. They lead him into the tiehls, where 
tlie grej' morning is hegiiining to glimmer. .He 
])onr- something from a bottle into a little silver jng. 
It tonc'lies his lip.s, the lying lips. Do (lu'v iiniver 
a prayer ere that awful draught is swallowed? Wien 
tlic ,sim rise.s they are dninh. 

.1 neither know thi.s unhappy man, nor his 
eounfryinan — Laertes let us call him^ — wlio is at 
pre.sent in exile, having been compelled to fly from 
remorseless creditors. Laertes fled to Ameriea, 
whore he earned hi.s bread by his pen, 1 own to 
having a kindly feeling towards this scapegrace, 
because, tliough an exile, he did not abuse the 
country whence lie fled. I have heard that ho went 
away taking no spoil vitli liim, pemiile&s almost; 
and on his voyage he made aeqnaiutanoe rvitli a 
certain Jew; and -when he fell sick, at New York, 
this Jew befriended him, and gave him help and 
money out of his own store, wMcli was hut .srnull. 
Now, after they liad been, awhile m the strange city, 
il« 
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it happened that the poor Jew spent all his little 
money, and he too fell ill, and was in great ponnry. 
And now it was Laertes Avho befriended that Ebrew 
Jew. He fee’d doctors; he fed and tended the sick 
and hungry. Go to, Laertes! I know thee not. It 
may ho thou art justly exul patrm. But the Jew 
shall intercede for thee, thou not, let us trust, 
hopeles.s Christian sinner. 

Another exile to the same shore I knew: who 
did not? Jtilius Caesar hardly owed more money than 
Gucedicus: and, gracious powers! Cucedicua, how 
did you manage to spemd and owe so much? All 
day ho was at w'ork for his clients; at night he was 
occupied in the Public Council. He neither had wife 
nor children. The rewards which he received for 
his oratioiis were enough to maintain twenty rhe- 
toricians. Hight after night I have seen liiin eating 
his frugal meal, consisting but of a fish, a small 
portion of mutton, and a small measure of Iberian 
or Trinacriau wine, largely diluted with the sparkling 
waters of Rhenish Gaul. And this w^as all lie had ; 
and this man earned and paid away talejits upon 
talents ; and fled, owing who knows how many more ! 
Does tx man earn fifteen thousand pounds a year, 
tollhig by day, talking by night, having horrible 
unrest in his bed, ghastly terrors at waking, seeing 
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fill ofiioei- lui-kiug at every corner, a sword of justice 
tor ever hanging over his hoacl—aiul have Ihr Ids 
sole tllversion a newspaper, a lonely nmttou-clioji, 
aiul a little sherry and seltzor-water? In the Cerinai! 
stories vs'c retid how men sell themselves to — a cerrain 
J’tjrsonage, anti that Personage cheats tliein. Ho 
j^lvch them wealth; yes, hut the gold-pieces turn into 
worthless leaves. He sets them before splendM 
hanqnot.s'; yes, hnt wliat an awful grin, that black 
footman has who lifts up the (lish-eovcr; and don't, 
you .smell a pccriliar sulplmrons odour in the dish? 
.Ifiingh! take it away; I can’t eat. Ho jirtmiises them 
splendours and triumphs. Tlie conqueror’s car rolls 
glittering through the city, the midtifcudo.s shout and 
huzza. Drive on, coachman. Yes, but who i,s that 
Itanging on hehind the carriage? Is this the reward 
of eloquence, talents, industry? Is this the end of 
a life’s labour? Don’t you remomher how', when the 
dragon was infesting the neighbourhood of Babylon, 
the citizens msod to walk dismally out of evenings, 
and look at the valleys round about strewed with 
the hones of the victims whom the monster had de- 
voured'? 0 insatiate brute, and mo.st disgusting, 
brazen, and scaly reptile! Let us be tlmuktul, 
chihb'en, lhat it has not gobbled us up too. (,>uiek. 
.Let ns turn away, and, pray that we may ho 
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kept out the of reach of his horrihle iiiaw, jaw, 
claw! 

When I first came up to Loudon, as innocent as 
Monsieur Gil Bias, I also fell in with some pretty 
acquaintances, found my way into several caverns, 
and delivered my purse to more than one gallant 
gentleman of the road. One I remember especially 
— one who never eased me personally of a single 
maravedi— one than whom I never met a bandit 
more gallant, courteotis, and amiable. Rob me? 
Rolando feasted me; treated me to his dinner and 
his wine; kept a generous table for his friends, and 
I know was mo.st liberal to many of them. How 
well I remember one of his specirlations ! It was a 
groat plan for smuggling' tobacco. Revenue officers 
were to be bought oif; silent ships were to ply on 
the Thames; cunning depSte were to he established, 
and hundreds of thousands of pounds to be made by 
the eouj’. How hi.s eyes kindled as he proponnded 
the scheme to me! How easy and certain it seemed! 
It might have succeeded: I can’t say: but the bold 
and merry, the hearty and kindly Rolando came to 
grief- — a little matter of imitated signatures occasioned 
a Bank persecution of Rolando the Brave. Ho walked 
about armed, and vowed he would never be taken 
alive: but taken he was; tried, condemned, sen- 



touccd to poi-jietnal banisliincnt; and I heard that for 
some time lie was universally popular in the colony 
which had the honour to possess him. What a song 
he could sing! ’IVas when the cup was spai-kling 
hotbre us, and heaven gave a portion of its hliie, 
hoys, hluG, that I remember the song of liolaud at 
the “ Old Piazza Coffee-house.” And now where is 
the “Old Piazza Coffee-house?’’ -Where is Thehes? 
whore is Troy? where is the Colossu.s of Rhodes? 
All, Rolando, Rolando! thou wert'-a gallant captain, 
a clieei'y, a handsome, a merry. At me thou never 
presentedst pistol. Thou hadest the bumper of 
Burg'imdy fill, fill for me, giving these who preferred 
it Cliamp/igue. Ctdum non animtm^ &c. Do you 
think he has reformed now that he has crossed the 
sea, and changed the air? I have my own opinion. 
Howbeit, Rolando, thou wort a most kind and 
hospitable bandit. And I love not to think of thee 
with a chain at thy shin. 

Do you know how all tliese memories of un- 
fortunate men have come upon me? 'Vnien they 
came to frighten me this morning hy speaking of 
my rohhed pears, my perforated garden wall, I was 
reading an article in the Saturday Jlmmo about 
Rupllius. T have sat near that young man at a 
public dinner, and beheld him in a gilded unifonu. 
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But yesterday lie lived iu splendour, liad long hair, 
a flowing beard, a jewel at Ms neck, and a smart 
surtout. So attired, ho stood but yesterday in court; 
and to-day he sits over a bowl of jirisou cocoa, with 
a shaved head, and in a felon’s jerkin. 

That beard and head shaved, that gaudy deputy- 
lieutenant’s coat exchanged for felon uniform, and 
your daily bottle of champagne for ju’ison cocoa, my 
poor Eupiliim, what a comfort it must be to have tlie 
husinoss hronglit to an ciidJ Champagne was the 
honourable gentleman’s drink in the House of Com- 
mons dining-room, as I am informed. Wliat un- 
eominonly dry champagne that must have been! 
When we saw him outwardly happy, how miserable 
he must have been! when we thought him prosperous, 
how dismally poor! When the groat Mr. Harker, at 
the public dinners, called out — “Gentlemen', charge 
yonr glasses, and please silence for the Honourable 
Member for Landicth !” how that Honourable Member 
must have -writhed inwardly! One day, when there 
was a talk of a gentleman’s honour being ipiestioned, 
Eupilius said, “If any man doubted mine, I would 
knock him do^vn.” But that speecli was in the way 
of husines.s. The Spartan boy, who stole tlio fox, 
smiled while the beast was gnawing him under his 
cloak: I promise you EiipiEus had some .sliarp fangs 
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guasliiiig mulGT liis. We liave- Hat at the same feast, 
1 say: wo have paid our contribution to the same 
charity. Ah! when I ask this day for iny daily 
bread, 1 pray not to be led into temptation, and to 
loe deliv'ered from evil. A 
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I AiiiirvED by tbe nigbtmail packet from Dover. 
The passage had beeu rougli, and the usual con- 
sequences had ensued. I was disinclined to travel 
farther that night on my road to Paris, and knew 
the Calais hotel of old as one of the cleanest, one 
of the dearest, one of the most comfortable hotels on 
the continent of Europe. | There is no town more 
French than Calais. That charming old “Hotel 
Dessein,” with its court, its gardens, its lordly 
kitchen, it.s princely waiter— &. gentleman of the old 
school, who has welcomed the finest company in 
Europe — have long beeu known to me. I have read 
complaints in Tlie Times, more than once, I think, 
that the Dessein bills are dear. A bottle of soda- 
water certainly costs well, never mind how nmcli. 
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I rememliei’ as a Iioy, at tlie “Sliip” at I>over 
(iiiijjci'antG L'aivilo Decimo), when, my place to Lon- 
iloii Ijaiiii' paid, I bad but 12^. left after a certain 
lit (hi Pinis excursion (about wdiieh niy heniglited 
jiiiventH never kinnv anything), ordering' for dinner a 
whiting, a beef-steak, and a glass of negus, and the 
bill was, dinner 7s., glass of negus 2s., waiter (id., 
iiiid only lialf-a-crown left, a.s .1 was a. shmer, for 
tlie g’Ufii'd and eoaelimau on the way to London I 
And. I Wits a .siunei'. I had g-otie without leave. 
What along, dreary, guilty forty' hoiins’ journey it 
Wins from Paris to Calais, I remember! How did I 
come to tbinlc of this esenptidc, wliioh occurred iu 
the Easter vacation of the ymar 1830? .1 always 
think of it when I am crossing to Calais. Giiilt, sir, 
guilt remains stamped on the memory, and I feel 
easier iu my mirid now that it is liberated of this 
old peccadillo. I met my college tutor only yester- 
day. We were travelling, and stopped at the same 
hotel. He bad the very nest room to mine. After 
he had gone into his apartment, having shaken me. 
quite kindly by the hand, I felt inclined to .knock 
at his door and say, “Doctor Beuth'y, I lieg yu>ur 
pardon, but do you remember, when 1 was going’ 
down at tlie Easter vacation in 1830, you asked me 
where I euis going to spend my vacation? Aud 1 
said. With my friend Slingsby, in Huntingdonslure. 
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Well, sir, I grieve to have to confess that I told you 
a hb. I had got 20J. and was going for a lark to 
Paris, where my friend Edwards was staying.” 
There, it is out. The Doctor will road it, for I did 
not wake him up after all to make my confcs.sion, 
but protest he shall have a copy of this Eouudahout 
sent to him when he returns to his lodge. 

They gave me a hed-room there; a very neat 
room on the first floor, looking into the pretty garden. 
The hotel must look pretty much as it did a hundred 
years ago when he visited it. I wonder whether lie 
paid his hill? Yes: his journey was ju.st begun. Ho 
had borrowed or got the money somehow. Such a 
man would spend it lihcrtilly enough when he had 
it, give generou.sly — nay, drop a tear over the fate 
of the poor fellow whom ho relieved. I don’t believe 
a word he says, hut I never accused him of stinginess 
about money. That is a fault of much more virtuous 
people than he. Mr. Laiu’ence is ready enough with 
his purse when there are anybody’s guineas in it. 
Still when I went to bed in the room, in Jm room; 
when I think how I admire, dislike, and have abused 
him, a certain dim feeling of axiprehension filled my 
mind at the midnight hour. What if I should see 
his loan figure in the hlack-satin breeches, his 
sinister smile, his long thin finger pointing to me in 
the moonlight (for I am in hod, and have 'poxxped 
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my candle otit), and he should say, “You mistnist 
me, you hate me, do you? Aivd you, don't jam 
know how Jack, Tom, and Harry, your hrotlier 
authors, hate you?” I grin and laugh in the moon- 
light, in the midnight, in the silence. “0 you ghost 
ill black-satin breeches and a wig I I like to he hated 
hy some men," I say. “I know men whose lives 
are a scheme, whose laughter is a conspiracy, whose 
smile means something else, whose hatred is a cloak, 
and I had rather these men should hate me than 
not." 

“ My good sir,” says he, with a ghastly grin on 
his lean face, “you liave your wish.” 

“Aprh?” I say. “Please let me go to sleoji. I 
shan’t sleep any the worse because^ " 

“Because there are insects in the bed, and they 
sting you?” (This is only by way of illustration, 
my good sir; the animals don’t bite me now. All 
the house at present seems to rue excellently clean.) 
“'Tls absurd to affect this indifference. If yon we 
tlim-skiuued, and the reptiles bite, they keep you 
from sleep." 

“There are some men who ci-y out at a flea- 
bite as loud as if they were torn by a vulture,” 1 
growl. 

“Men of the gmus irritahile^ my worthy good 
gentleman! — and you are one.” 
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‘‘Yps, sir, I am of tlie profession, ns yon say, 
and I dare say make a great shouting and crying at 
a small hurt.” 

“ You are ashamed of that rpality hy Avhich you 
earn your suhsistence, and such reputation as you 
have? Your sensibility is your livelihood, my 
wortliy friend. You feel a pang of pleasure or pain ? 
It is ]i(>ted in your memory, and some day or otlier 
makes its appearance in your manuscript. Why, in 
your lust Jloundahout rubbish you mention reading' 
your iirst novel on the day when King Geoi'ge IV. 
was crowned. I roniemher him in Ids cradle at Bt. 
James’s, a lovely little babe; a gilt Chinese railing 
was before him, and I drop])ed the tear of sensibility 
as I gazed on the sleeping cherub.” 

“A tear — a fiddlestick, Mr. Steunb,” I growled 
out, for of course I knew my friend in the wig' and 
satin breeches to ho no other than the notorious, 
nay, celebrated Jlr. Laurence Sterne. 

“Does not the sight of a beautiful infant charm 
and melt you, mem ami? If not, I pity you. Yes, 
he was beautiful. I was in London tlie year ho 
was horn. I used to breakfast at the ‘Mount Coffee- 
house.’ I did not become the feshioii until t\^■o 
years later, when my ‘Tristram’ made his apjiear- 
ance, who h<'is held his own for a hundred years. 
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.By tlie way, nvtn Itm momienr, liow many aiitliors of 
your jjresont time will last till the next century? 
Do you think Brown rvill'?” 

I, liuiglied with scorn as .1 lay in my lied (and 
so did the ghost give a ghastly snigger). 

“BiTAvn!” I roared. “One of the must over- 
rated men that ever put pen to pnpei-!" 

“IVliat do yon think of Jone.s?” 

I grow indignant with this old cynic. “As a 
reasonahlo ghost, come out of the other world, ymi 
don’t mean,” I said, “to ask me a serious opinion 
of Mr. Jones? His books may he very good, reading 
lor liiiiid-servants and scliool-lmys, hat you don't ask 
mi! to read them? As a scholar yourself you must 
know that ” 

“Well, then, Eobinsnn?” 

“Robinson, I am told, has merit I dare say, I 
never have been able to read his hooks, and can’t, 
therefore, form any opinion about Mr. Robinsom 
At least you wiU aRow that I am not sj)eaking in a 
jn’cjudieed manner about Mm." 

“Ah ! I see you men of letters have your cabals 
and jealousies, as we had in my time. There was 
an Irish fellow' by the name of Gouldsniith, who 
used to abuse me; but he went into no genteel com- 
pany— and faith! it mattered little, his praise or 
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aluise. I never was more surprised tlian when I 
heard that Mr. Irving, an American gentleman of 
parts and elegance, had wrote the fellow’s life. Tti 
make a hero of that man, my dear sir, ’twas ricli- 
eulons! Yon followed in the fashion, I hear, and 
chose to lay a wreath before this queer little idol. 
Preposterous! A pretty witer, who has turned some 
neat couplets. Bah I I have no patience w’ith Master 
Posterity, that ha.s chosen to take up this fellow, and 
make a hero of him! And there was another gen- 
tleman of my time, Mr. Thiefcatcher Fielding, for- 
sooth! a fellow with the strength, and the tastes, and 
the manners of a porter! Wliat madness has pos- 
sessed yon all to bow before that Calvert Butt of a 
man? — a creatuiu without elegance or .sensibility! 
The dog had spirits, certainly. I romemher my 
Lord Bathurst 2>raising them: hut as for reading his 
books - — fm foi^ I would a,s lief go and dive for tripe 
in a cellar. The man’s vulgarity stifles me. He 
wafts me whiffs of gin. Tobacco and onions are in 
liis great coarse laugh, which choke me, pardi; and 
I don’t think much better of tlie other fellow — the 
Scots’ gallipot jnirveyor — ^Peregrine Oliukor, Hum- 
ph rcy Random — how did the fellow call hi,s rubbish? 
Neither of these men had the het air-, the bon ton^ 
the y'tf ne g^ais qiwp. Pah! If I meet them in my 
walks by onr Stygian river, I give them a wide 
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bei'tli, ns iJiat Jiybrid apotlieeaiy fellow would, nay. 
All oiince of civet, good apotlieeavy; horiililw, lior- 
rildo! Tlie mere tlionglit of the eoarseiioss of those 
men gives big the dhair ie pmde- Mr, Ificldiiig, 
especially, has no more sensihility than a Imfchei’ in 
Fleet Market. Ho takes liis heroes out of ale-house 
kitchens, or worse places still. And this is the per- 
son whmn Posterity , has chosen to honour along 
with me — muJ Faith,- Moimiem- Posterity, yon have 
jmt me in pretty company, and I see you are no 
wiser than we were in our time. Mr. Piidding, 
forsooth! Mr. Tripe and Onions! Mr. Cowheel 
and Gin! Tliaiik yon for nothing’, Monsieur Pos- 
terity!” 

“And so," thought I, “even among these Stygians 
this envy and quarrelsome ucss (if you will permit 
mo the word) survive? What a pitiful, ineaimcss! 
To he sure, I c<an iiudcrsifiiid tliis feeling to a cei'- 
tain extent; a sense of justice will ])roinpt it, .I’u 
my own case, I often, feel myself forced to protest 
against the absurd praises lavished on contempora- 
ries. ye.sterday, lor instance, fyady Jones M'iis good 
enough to praise one of my works. Sh's him. But 
in the very next minute she began, with rpiite as 
great entliusiasm , to praise Miss Hobson’s last 
romance. My good creature, -what is that woman’s 
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praise wrtli Apho ahsoluiely adinires tiio Avrifiiig’s ol' 
jMiss llybsouV I offei’ a friend a boMie of '41: cliU’di, 
■lit for a pontUi(3al siip>pei', ‘Tl)is is ciipitiil wine,' 
says lie; ‘and now Ave have, finislied the bottle, Arill 
you give me a bottle of that ordinaire Ave drank the 
otlier day?’ Very AA'^ell, niy good man. Ton are a 
good judge — of ordinaire, I dare say. iSTothiiig .so 
proA'oke.s jny auger, and rou,so.s my .sense of justice, 
as to liear other men undo.servedly praised. In a 
Ai'ord, if you Avkh to remain friends AAdtli me, don’t 
pr!ii.so anybody. You tell me that the Venus de’ 
Medici is beautiful, or Jacob Omnium is tall. Que 
(h'fihh! Can’t I judge for zri 3 >'self? HfiA'oii’t 1 ty'e.s 
and a foot-rule? I don’t think the Venus «'s so 
handsome, since you press me. She is pretty, but 
she has no expression. And, as for Mr. Omuiam, I 
can see much taller men in a fair for tAvopenee.” 

“And so,” I said, turning' round to ."Mr. Sterne, 
“you fire actually jealous of Mr. .fieldiug? 0 you 
men of letters, you men of letters! Is not the Aiairld 
(youi' Avorld, I mea,n) big enough for all of you?” 

I often travel in my sleep. I often of a tiiglifc find 
myself Avalldng in my night-goAvn about the grey 
.streets. It is aAvkAvard at first, hut somehow nobody 
uuikes .any remark. I glide along over the ground 
AA’ith my na.lced feet. The mud docs not uud tlicm. 
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'I'lie pasaers-by do not tread on them. I atn wafted 
over the ground, down the stairs, tiirougU tlie doors. 
This sort of travelling, dear friends, I am sure you 
have all of you indulged. 

Well, on the night in question (and, if you -wish 
to know the precise date, it was the 31st of Sep- 
tember last), after having some little conversation 
with Mr. Sterne in oiu' hed-room, I must have got 
iq}, fhougli I pu’otcst I don’t know how, and come 
downstairs with him into the coffee-room of the 
“Hhtcd 'Des.sein,” where the moon wms shining, and 
a cold sn 2 )per w'as laid out. I forget what we had 
— -“vol-an-vent d’ooufs de Plieuix^ — agneau aiix 
pistaehe.s k la Barmecide,”- — what matter's what we 
had? 

“As regards supper this is certain, the less you 
have of it the better.” 

That is what one of the gue.sts remarked, — a 
shabby old man, in a wig, and such a dirty, r.ugged, 
disreputable dres,sing-gorvn that I should have been 
quite surprised at him, only one never is surpri.sed 
in dr under certain cu'ciimstance.s. 

“1 can’t eat ’em now,” said the gi'caijy man 
(with his false old teeth, I wonder ho could eat 
anything). “.I reinemher Alvauley eating three 
12 -» 
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Kuiipcra oiicc at Carlton House—oue niglit do fotdU- 
comitii." 

Petit cmiUd, sir,” said Mr. Sterne. 

“Damwy, sir, let me tell my own story my 
own way, I say, one niglit at Carlton House, ])liiy- 
Ing at blind hookey with York, Wales, Tom Raikes, 
Prince Bootiiby, and Dutch Sam the boxer, Al- 
vunloy ate three suppers, and won three and twenty 
liundrod. pounds in ponie.s. Never saw .a felhnv 
witlj .such an appetite, except Wales in his ffoiul 
time. But he destroyed the finest digestion a man 
over had with maraschino, hy Jove — always at it,” 
“Try mine,” .said Mr. Sterne. 

“What a doosid queer box,” says Mr. Brnmmell. 
“J. had it from a Capuchin friar in thi.s town. 
The box is hut a horn one; hut to tlio nose of .sen- 
sibility Araby’s perfume is not more delicalo,” 

“1 call it doosid stale edd rap))eo,” says Mr. 
Brummell — (a.s for me 1 declare I could not smell 
any tiling at all in either of the boxes.) “Old. boy 
ill .smock-frock, take a pinch?" 

The old boy in the smock-frock, as Mr. Bruni- 
incll called him, was a very old man, with long 
white board, wearing, not a smock-frock, but a shirt; 
and ho had actually nothing else save a rope round 
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his neck, is-hich himg behind ]iis chair in tlio 
queerest %ray. 

‘'Ihiir sir,” he said, ttirnuig to Mr. BriiniuiGll, 
“ when the Prince of Wales and his father laid siege 
to our town— — ” 

“What nonsense are you talking, old cock?” 
say.s Mr. Bruminell; “Wales was never here. His 
late Majesty George IV. passed through on his way 
to Hanover. My good man, yon don’t seem to 
know wliat’s up at all. What is ho talkin’ about 
the sioge of Calai.s? I lived liero fifteen years! 
Ought to know, muxt’s his old name?” 

“I am Master Eustace of Saint Peter’s,” said 
the old gentleman in the .shirt. “When iny Lord 
King Edward laid siege to this city ” 

“Laid siege to tlericlio!” cries Mr. Bnunmcll. 
“The old man is cracked — cracked, sir!” 

“ Laid siege to this city,” continued the old 

man, “I and five more promised Messiro Gautier 
de Mauny that we would give ourselves up aa 
ransom for tlio place. And we came before our 
Lord King Edward, sittired as you see, and the fair 
(piceu hogged our lives out of her gramercy.” 

“ Queen, nonsense! you mean the Princess of 
Wales — ^pretty woman, petit nez retrotme% grew 
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monstrous stout?” suggested Mr. Briitumell, wliose 
reading was eMilently not extensive, “fciir Sidney 
Smitli was a line fellow, great talker, liook uoso, so 
has Lord Cochrane, so has Lcjrcl Wellington. She 
was very sn-eet on Sir Sidney.” 

“Your accjtiaintauce with the history of Calais 
does not seem to be consicleraTile," said Mr, Sterne 
to Mr. Briimmell, with a shrug. 

“Don’t it, bishop?— for I eonelnde you are a. 
bishop by your wig. I kno'w Calai.s as w’ell as any 
man. ' 1 lived hero for years before I took that con- 
founded coirsulato at Cae-ii. Lived in this hotel, 
then at Lelcnx’s. People used to atop here. Good 
fellows used to ask for poor George Brnniinoll; 
Hertford did, so did the Duchess of Devonshire. 
Not know Calais indeed! That is a good joke. 
Had many a good dinner hero: sorry I ever left it.” 

“My Lord King Edward," chirped the queer 
old gentleman in the shirt, “colonized the place 
with his English, after we had yielded it up to hinn 
I have heard, tell they kept it for nigh three Inuidred 
years, till iny Lord de Guise took it from a fair 
Queen, Mary of blessed mojuory, a holy vvoman. 
Ell, but fciire Gautier of Manny wa.s a good knight, 
a valiant captain, gentle and courteous withal! ,l)o 
you remember his ransoming tin! ?” 
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“What 5« tJie ohl fellinv tivarkiliii’ aboat?” crios 

Pi’TimiTielJ. : “He is talkiiip,- about some knig'hti? -i 

never spoke to jt. knight, and very seldom to a 
baronet. Firkins, my biitterihaii, wa.s a knight, — a 
knight and aldeririau. 'VValo.s kiiiglitod liiui once on. 
going into tlie City.” 

“I am not .sarprisoct that the gontleniaii .slionld 
not nnclcrstand Mes, sire Eustace of St. Peter’.s,” said 
tlie glw.stly individual ad(lres.sed as Mi. Stewie. 
“ ih')ur reading doubtless has not liocii very exten- 
sive?" 

“Daminy, sir, speak for your.solf!” cries Mr. 
.Bvninmell, te.stily. “I never profcs.‘iod to he a read- 
ing man, but 1 was as good as tiiy ncigb hours. 
Wales wasn’t a reading man; York wasn’t a reading 
man; (Jlarence wasn’t a reading man; Sussex was, 
but he wasn’t a man in society. 1 re,ni.emher read- 
ing yrmr ‘Sontiinent.al dounioy,’ old boy: read k to 
the Duchess at Bmuivnir, T recollect, and she cried 
over it. Doosid clever iiuinsing book, iincl docs you 
great credit. .Biwon wrote doosid clevor 1;)ooks, 
too; so (lid klonk Lewis. George Silencer wa.s an 
elcganl isoct, and my dear IJnchess of Devonshire, 
if she bad not been a gra,ndo dame, ivoultl have 
beat ’evu idl, by George. Wales couldn’t write; be, 
could sing, but be couldn’t .spell,” . , ^ 
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“Ah, you know the great world? so did 1 in iny 
time, Mr. UrummeU. I have had ilio visiilng tiokofa 
of half tlic nobility at my lodgings in Iknid S[roGt. 
But they left me there no more caved for tiiau last 
year’s calendar,” sighed Mr. Sterne. “I wonder 
who is the mode in London now? One of our late 
arrivals, my Lord Macaulay, has iirodiginus merit, 
and learning, and, fixitli, his historic,'; arc more 
amu,sing than any novels, my own included.” 

“Don’t know. I’m sure; not in my line. Pick 
this hone of chicken,” says Mr. Brnmnioll, trilling 
with a skeleton bird before him. 

“I remomher in this city of Calais worse fare 
than yon bird,” said old Mr, Eustace of Saint 
Peter’s. “Mairy, sirs, when iny Lord King Edward 
laid siege to u.s, lucky was he who could get a slice 
of hor.se for his bi’eakfast, and a rat was sold at the 
price of a hare.” 

“Haro is coarse food, never tasted rat,” re- 
marked the Beau. “Tahle-d’hoto poor faro enough 
for a man like me, who has heen aecustomed to the 
best of cookeiy. But rat— -stifle me! I couldn’t 
swallow that: never could hoar hardship at all.” 

“We had to bear enough wlien my Lord of 
England pres.sed ns. ’Twas pitiful to see the faces 
of our women as the siege went on, and hear the 
little ones asking for dinner.” 



“Ahvays a tore, cliildren. At dessert, tiiey art 
liiid euoHg-Ii, but at dinner tliey’ro the donee and 
all,” remarked Mr, Bmmmell. 

Messire Eustace of St, Peter’s did not seem to 
pay much attention to the Bean’s remarks, hut 
eoutiuiicd. liis on-n train of thonglit as old men 
will do. 

“I hear,” said he, “that there has actually been 
no war betAveon ns of Prance {lud you men of Eng- 
land for well nigh fifty year. Ours has ever been 
a nation of waniora. And besides ber regular found 
mcn-at-ams, ’tis said the English of the present 
time have more than a hundred thousand of ai’chers 
with weapons that will carry for half a mile. Anil 
a multitude have come amongst us of late from a 
great Western country, never so nnicli as hoard of 
in 'my time — valiant men and great drawers of tlie 
long-how, and they say they have ships in armour 
tliat no shot can penetrate. Is it so? Wonder- 
ful; wonderful 1 The best armour, gossips, is a stout 
heart.” 

“And if ever manly heart heat under shirt-frill, 
thine is that licart, Sir Eustace!” cried Mr. Sterne, 
enthusiastically. 

“’Wo, of Prance, were never accused of lack of 
courage, sir, in so far as Iknovf,” said Messire Eustace, 



“Wo have slioAvni as micli in a tnoTisaiid wars witli 
you Eng'Iisli by sea and liuul', and, sonietimcs avg 
conquered, and sometimes, as is the. forlunp; of 
Avar, Ave AAmro discomfited, ji.nd notably in a ji-roiit, 
aea-figiit ndiich befell off ILsliaut on the first of 

June Oiir Auiiral, HfessinA Villarei do doyoiiso, 

on board his gnlleou named the ‘Veugeiir,’ heiiitf 
sore jiressed by au English bombard, rather than 
yield the crciv of his shiji to mercy, determined to 
go doAvu Avitli all on board of her: and to the cry 

of Vivo la ]^epuh or, I Avoidd .«ay, of Notro 

Dame iV la Kesconssc, he and hi.s eroAV all sank to 
an immortal grave ” 

“Sir,” said I, looking with amaKcmout at the old 
gentleman, “surely, surely, there is some mistake in 
your statement. Permit me to ohseiu-e that the 
action of the first of Juno took place five hundred 
years after your time, and. ” 

“Perhaps 1 am contusing my dates,” said the 
old gentleman, with a faint blmh. “You say I am 
mixing up the transactions of my time on earth wiih 
the story of my sueccs.sorsi' It may ho sy, "We take 
no count of a few centuries more or less in our 
dAA'elling by the darkling Stygian riAi-er. Of late, 
there came amongst us a good knight, Messiro de 
Caiubronne, VA'lio fought against you English in the 



country of Flanders , being captain of the guard of 
my Lord the King of France, in a faiiKius baitlc 
where you English would have, been utlcrly roiii(Ml 
hut for the succour of the Prussian heatheu. This 
Messire de Cambronne , when bid don to yield by 
you of England, answered this, ‘The guard dies but 
never surrenders;’ and fong-bt a long time after- 
wards, as became a good knight. In our wars with 
you of England if may have pleased the Fates to 
give you the greater success, but on our side, also, 
tliGi-e has been no lack of brave deeds performed by 
brave tnen.” 

“King Edwai'd may have been the victor, sir, as 
being the strongest, but you are the hero of the 
siege of Calais!” cried Mr. Sterne. “Yoiir story is 
sacred, and your name has been blessed for five 
hundred years. Wlierevor men S])eak of patriotism 
and sacrifice, Eustace of Saint Pierre shall bo be- 
loved arid remembered. I prostrate myself before 
the bare feet which stood before King Edward. 
What collar of chivalry is to bo compared to that 
glorious order which you wear? Think, .sir, how 
out of the myriad millions of our race, yon, and 
.some few ,u) ore, stand forth as exemplars of duty and 
liououv. Fort-unaM nimium!" 

“Sir,” said the old gentleman, “I did hut my 



188 


HOUNDABOUT PAI’EKS. 


ilnty at a painful moment; and ’tis matter of ivonder 
to mo that men talk still, and glorify sncli a trifling 
vnatter. Uy our Lady’s grace, in the fan.- kingdom 
of France, there are scores of thousands of men, 
gentle and simple, who would do as I did. .Does 
not every sentinel at his post, does not every arclior 
in the front of battle, bravo it, and die where his 
captain bids him? Who am 1 that I should ho 
chosen out of all Franco to ho an csample of for- 
titude? 1 braved no tortures, thougli these I trust I 
would have endured w'ith a good heart. T -was sub- 
ject to threats only. 'Who was the Koinan knight of 
whom the Latin clerk Horatius tells?” 

“A Latin clerk? Faith, I forgot my Latin,” 
says Mr. Bruinmcll. “Ask the parson here.” 

“Messire Eegulus, I remember, was his name. 
Taken prisoner by the Saracens, he gave his knightly 
word, and was permitted to go seek a ransom among 
his own people. Being unable to raise the sura that 
was a fitting ransom for such a knight, he returned 
to Afric, and cheerfully submitted to the tortures 
Tvhich the Faynims inflicted. And ’tis said he toidc 
leave of his friends as gaily as tliough he were going 
to a village kerraes, or riding to his garden house in 
tlie suburb of the city.” 
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“(Ireal:, good, glorious man!” cried Mr. Storne, 
^■^n■y mucdi moved. “Let me enibrnce that gallant 
hand, and hedew it with my teaivs! A.s long as 
hoaonr lasts thy name shall he remembered. See 
thi.s dew--dro{> twinldiiig on my check! ’Tis tlic 
aparkliug tribute that Sensibility pays to Valour. 
TJiongh in niy life and practice I may turn from 
Virtue, believe mo, I never have, ceased to honour 

her! Ah, Virtue! Ah, Sensibility’- ! Oh ” 

Here Mr. Sterne was intorrapted by a monk of 
tliQ Order of St. ITraucis, wlio stepjmd into the room, 
and begged ns all to take a piiiich of liLs famous old 
rappee. I supyioso the snuff ■\vaa very pnngent, for, 
with a great start, I ■\voh0 up; and now perceived 
that I must have been dreaming altogether. “Dos- 
so, ill’s” of nowadays is not the “Dcsseiu’s” which Mr, 
Storne, and Mr. Bruinincll, and I recollect in tlic 
good old times. The town of Calais hats bought iho 
old hotel, and “Dessein ” ha.s gone over to “Qiiillacf|’s,” 
And I was there yesterday. And f remember old 
diligences, and sdd piostilions in pigf.'iils and jack- 
boots, wlio were once as alive a.s 1 arn, and wdiose 
cracking ivliips I have heard in the inidiiiglit many' 
find many a time. Now, where are tlieyV Dehold, 
they liave been ferried over Styx, and liavc ptisscil. 
fiway into limbo. 
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Cl.Nr SOME CAEP AT: SANS SOUCL 


'We have lately made tlie acquaintance of an old 
lady of ninety, wlio bas passed the last tweiity-tive 
years of her old life in a groat rnetropioUtan estab- 
lishment, the •workhouse, namely, of the parish of 
Saint Lazarus. Stay — tirenty-thrcG or four years 
ago, she came out once, and thought to earn a little 
money liy hop)-picking; hut being overworked, and 
having to lie out at night, she got a palsy which 
has incapacitated, her from all further laljonr, and 
lias caused her jioor old limbs to shake ever since. 

An illustration of that di.sinal proverb 'wliiclj tells 
us lioAV poverty makes us acquainted with strange 
hed-t'ellows, this poor old shaking body lias to lay 
herself down every night in. her workhouse heel hy 
the side of some other old. woman witli whom she 
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may oi- may not agree. Slie lierHelf can’t be a vory 
pleasant bed-l'cllow, jioor tiling! with her Kliakiii.y 
old liirilis and cold feet. She lies awake a deal of 
the night, to be sure, not thinking of happy old, 
times, for hers never were luipiiy, but sleepless with 
aches, and agues, and rheumatism of old ago. “Tlie 
gentlemaii gave me braudy-aiid-water," she .said, lior 
old voice shaking wdtli rapture at tlie thought. I 
never had a great love for Queen Charlotte, but 1 
like her better now from wliat this old lady ti,)hl 
mo. The Queen, who loved snuff herself, has left 
a legacy of snuff to certain poorhouse.s ; and, in her 
watchful nights, tlij.s old woman takes a pinch of 
Queen Charlotte’s .snuff, “and it, do comfort me, sir, 
that it do!” Fuheris exigui mimws. Here is a forlorn 
aged creature, shaking with palsy, wdih no soul 
among the great struggling multitude of ninnldnd to 
care for her, not quite trampled out of life, but qiast 
and forgotten in the rmsli, made a little hapjiy, and 
soothed in her hours of unrest by this penny legacy. 
Let mo think as I -wiite. (.The next mouili’s sermon, 
thank goodness! is safe to press.) This disconr.so 
w'ill appear at the season wdion I have road. that, 
wa.ssail-bowl.s make llicii' appoai'aiiee; at Iho season 
of piiutomime, turkey and sansage.s, j.dum-])uddiugs, 
jollifications for schoolboys; Christmas bills, and rc- 
nuuisceuces more or less sad and sweet for ciders. 
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If we oldstera ure not merry, -vye slmll be, hiiving a 
seifihlance of merriment. We shall .see the yotmg 
folks laughing roimd the holly-bnsh. AVe .ahiill i)uss 
the bottle round cosUy as we sit by the tire- That 
old (liliig will have a sort of festival too. Beef, beer, 
and pudding will be served to her for that day also. 
Cla'istrnas falls on a Thursday. Friday is the work- 
house day for coming out. Mary, remember that old 
Goody Tw'osboes has her invitation for Friday, 2titli 
December! Ninety is she, poor old soul? .Ah! -wlmt 
a botiny face to catch under a mistletoe! “Yes, 
ninety, sir,” she says, “and my mother was a luui- 
dred, and my grandmother was a hundred and 
two." ■ 

Herself ninety, her mother a hundred, her grand- 
mother a hnndj'ed and two? AVhat a ijueer calcu- 
lation! 

Ninety! Very good, granny: you were bom, 
then, in 1772. 

Your mother, we will say, was twenty-sevcai wben 
you were born, and was born tberefore in 1745. 

Your grandmother was thirty when her diiuglitnr 
was ]joni, ami u'as born therefore in 1715. 

We u'ill l)egin with the present granny first. My 
good old creature, you can’t of course remembor, 
lidundaimil Papers. JI. 13 



but that little gentleman for wliom your motlior was 
lauudreKS in the Temple was the mgeuious Mr. 
Gold-smith, author of a “History of England,'’ the 
“ Vicar of Wakefield,” and many diverting pieces. 
You were brought almost an infant to his chambers 
in Brick Court, and he gave you some sngar-eaiidy, 
for the doctor was always good to childi'cu. That 
gentleman who well-nigh smothered you hy sitting 
down on you as you lay in a chair asleep was the 
learned Mr. S. Johnson, whose histoi’y of “Easselas" 
you have never read, iriy poor soul; and whose 
tragedy of “Irene" ! don’t believe any man in those 
kingdoms ever perused. That tipsy Scoteli gentle- 
man wlio used to come to the chambers sometimesj 
and at- whom everybody laughed , wrote a more 
amusing hook than any of the scholars, your Mr. 
Burke and your Mr. Johuson, and your Doctor 
Goldsmith. Your father often took him home in a 
chair to his lodgings; and has done as much for 
Parson Sterne in Bond Sti-eet, the famous %vit. Of 
eoui'se, rny good creature, yon remember the Gordon 
Biots, and crying No Popery before Mr. Langdalu’s 
house, the Popish distiller’s, and that bonny fire of 
my Lord Mansfield’s books in Bloojn.sbiny Square? 
BIcb,s us, what a heap of illuminations you have 
seen! Eor the glorious victory over the Americana 
at Breed’s Hill; for the peace in 1814, arid the 
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bcaiitiM Oliinese britige m St. James’s Park; for 
tbe coronation of liis Majesty, wliom you recollect 
as Prince of JVabjs, Cfoody, don’t yon? Yes; and 
you wont in a pi'ocCBsion of lanndre.sscs to pay your 
respects to lii.4 good lady, the injured Queen of Eng- 
land, at liraiidcnhiirg House; and you reuiember 
your lootlier told you how she was taken to see the 
Hootch lords executed at the Tower. And a.s for 
your gi'aiidmotlier, she was born fi\^e years after the 
battle of Malplariuet, she was; where her poor father 
was killed, fighting like a hold Briton for the 
Queen. With the help of a “Wade’s Chronology,” 
I can make out ever so queer a history for you, my 
poor old body, and. a 2 )edigi'ee as authentic as many 
in the peerage-books. 

Peerage-books and pedigrees? Wliat does slio 
know about them? Battles and victories, treasons, ■ 
kings, and beheading.s, literary gentlemen, and the 
like, what have they ever been to her? Granny, 
did you ever hear of General Wolfe? Your mother 
may liave .seen him cinhark, and your father may 
have carried a musket under him. Your grand- 
mother may have cried huzaa for Marlborough; but 
wliat i.s the Prineo Duke to you, and did you ever 
so much as hear tell of his name? How many 
hundred or tlioiisand of years had that toad lived 
who was in the coal at the defunct Exhibition? — 
Ifi* 
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aii<l yet lie was not a bit . better informed than toads 
seven or eight luindrcd years youngei'. 

“Don’t talk to mo your nonsense about Ifehilii- 
tious, and Trinee Dakes, and toads in coals, or coals 
in toads, or wliat is it?" says graiuiy. ‘vl know 
tVicre was a good Queen Charlotte, for she left me 
snuff; and it coniforts me of a uiglit when 1 lie, 
awake." 

To me tiierc is sometliiiig very toiicliing' in tJio 
notion of that little pinch of comfort doled out to 
granny, and gi-atefully inhaled by' her in tlie darje- 
5163.9. Ilon’t you rcinemlter what t)‘adillon.s thoro 
used to ,1)0 of cho.sis of plate, hulse.s of diamonds, 
laces of i)iesti)nable value, .sent out of the country 
privately by the old (tMieen, to enrich certain )'ebi- 
tions in M-cld-)ib-)'g Str-l-tsj? Not <ill the treasiu'e 
■went. Nwi oninh moritnr. A poor old 2ialsied thing 
at midnight is )nadc hiipjiy somelimc.s as she lifts 
her shaking old hand to her )mse. Gliding' uoi,se- 
lessly among tlie beds where lie the poor creatures 
huddled in their cheerless dormitoiy, I fancy an old 
ghost with a snuff-box tliat does not creak. “Tliere, 
Good}’, lake of my raj5poe. Yon will jiot sneesse, 
and I shall not say ‘God bless you.’ Ilut yo5i vdll 
think kindly of old Queen Oharlotte, wo))’t you? 
All! i had a many trouhles, a Tnany tvouldes. 1 
was a pjisonor almost ,so much as you are. I had 


to eat boiled mutton eveiy mire nms, I ab- 
oininatecl it. But I never coiiiplamed. I swallowed 
it. I made tlio best of a Inird life. Wo liave all 
our burdens to bear. But bark! I bear tlic cock- 
crow, and snuff tbe morning air.” And witli tlii.s 
tbe roytul gkost vanishes up tbe chimney — if there 
be .a chimney in that dismal harem, where poor old 
Tw'osliocs and her companions pass their nights — 
their dreary nights, their restless nights, their cold 
long nights, shared in what glum coinpanionsliip, 
illmnincd by what a feeble taper! 

“Bid I understand you, my good Twosboes, to 
say that jumr motbor was seven-and-twonty years 
old when yon were born, and that .she married your 
esteemed father when she herself was twenty-five? 
1745, then, was the date of your dear motbei’s 
birth. I dare say her lather was absent in the Low 
Countries, with hi.s Enyal .Higbnes.s the Duke of 
fJumberlaiu! , under whom lie had (he honour of 
carrying a halberd at the famous engagement of 
.fontonoy — or if not there, he may have been at 
Frc.slmi Pans, under General Sir John Cope, -when 
the wild Higlihindcr.s broke through nil the law.? of 
discipline and the English lines; and, being on the 
spot, did. be sec tlio famous ghost which didn’t appear 
(.0 Colonel Gardiner of the Dragoons? My good 
creature, is it po,5siblc yon. don’t remember that 


Doctor Swift, Sir Eobert Walpole (niy Lord (Jviavd, 
jii-i you justly say), old Sarali MarlboiTnigli, and little 
Mr. Pope, of Twituain, died in tlie year of your 
biiili? What a wretched momojy you liave! 'VVliati' 
haven’t they a library, and the conunonest books of 
reference at the old convent of Saint Lazarus, where 
you dwell?” 

“Convent of Saint Lazarus, Prince William, Dr. 
Swift, Atossa, and Mr. Pope, of Twitnaxn! What 
is the gentleman talking about?” says old Goody, 
•with a “Ho! ho!” and a laugh like an old parrot — 
you know they live to he .as old as Methuselah, par- 
rots do, and a parrot of a hundred is comparrotively 
young (ho! ho! ho!). Yes, and likewise carps live 
to an immense old age. , Borne tvhieh Frederick the 
Great fed at Sans Souci are there now, udtli great 
humps of blue mould on their old bheks; and they 
could tell all sorts of queer storie.s, if they chose to 
speak — but they are tmry silent, carps are-~-of their 
nature pm oommmieatives. Oh! what ha.5 been thy 
long life, old Goody, but a dole of broad and wfiter 
and a percb on a cage; a dreary swim round and 
round a Lethe of a pond? What are E.os.sl)ach or 
Jena to those mouldy ones, and do they kno'\v it is 
a grandchild of England who hrings bread to fecil 
them? 
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iliousand years old and have nothing to tell l)nt tlial; 
one day is like another; and the history of tVieinl 
Goody Twoshocs has not much more variety ilian 
theirs. Hard labour, hard fare, hard Led , nvimbing 
cold, all night, and gnawing hunger most daya. That 
is her lot. Is it lawM in my jjrayers to say, “Thank 
heaven, I am mot a.s one of these?” If I were 
eighty, would. I like to feel the hunger ahvays gnaw- 
ing, gnawing? to have to got up and make a bow 
when Mr. Bumble the beadle entered the coimnon 
room? to have to listen to Miss Prim, who came to 
give me her ideas of the next world? If I were 
eighty, I own I should not like to have to sleep 
with another gentleman of my own ago, gouty, a 
had sleeper, kicking in his old dreams, and siioj-iiig; 
to march dmvn my vale of years at word of com- 
mand, accommodating my tottering old steps to those 
of the other prisoners in my dingy, hopeless old 
gang; to hold out a trembling hand for a sickly 
pittance of gruel, and say, “Thank you, ina’rn," to 
Miss Prim, when she has done reading her sermon. 
John! wlien Goody Twoshoo.? comes next Priday, 1 
desire she may not be disturbed by theological con- 
troversies. You have a very fair voice, and I heard 
you and the maids singing a hymn very sweefly the 
other iiiglil, and was thankful that our humble house- 
hold should he in such harmony. Poor old Twoshoes 
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is HO old and tootldess and qualiy, tluit slie can’t 
Ring’ a Mt; but don’t be giving yonraelf airs over 
her, because she can’t sing and yon can. Make her 
comfortable at our kitchen hearth. Set that old 
kettle to sing by our Lob. Warm her old stomach 
with mit-hrown ale and a toast laid in the lire. Be 
kind to the poor old school-girl of ninety, who has 
had leave to come out for a day of Christmas holi- 
day. Shall there be many more Gbristinases for 
thee? Think of the ninety she has seen already; 
the four-score and ten cold, cheerless , nipping New 
Years! 

If yon were in her place, would yo^^ like to have 
a remembrance of better early days, when you were 
young, and happy, and loving, perhaps; or would 
you prefer to have no past on which your mind 
could rest? About the year 1788, Goody, were your 
cheeks rosy, and your eyes bright, and did some 
young follow in powder and a pugtail look in them? 
We may grow old, hut to rrs some stories never are 
old. On a sudden they rise up, not dead, but living 
—not forgotten, but freshly romeinhered. The eye.s 
gleam on ns as they used to do. The dear voice 
thrills in onr hearts. The raptnro of the meeting, 
the terrible, terrible parting, again and again the 
tragedy is acted over. Yesterday, in tlie street, I 
saw a pair of eyes so like two wbicli used to brighten 
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at my coming once, tliat tlie wliolo past came liack 
as I walked lonely, in the rusk of tlic Strand, and 
I was young again in the midst of joys and sorrows, 
alike sweet and sad, alike sacred and fondly ro- 
membered. 

If I tell a tale ont of school, -will any harm come 
to my old school-girl? Once, a lady gave her a 
half-sovereign, which was a source of g-reat pain and 
anxiety to Goody Twoshoes. She sewed it away in 
her old stays somewhere, thinking hero at least was 
a safe investment — (vostis — a vest — an investment, 
— pardon me, thou poor old thing, hut I eaimot help 
the pleasantry). And what do yon think? Another 
pensionnaire of the establishment cut the coin out of 
Goody’s stays — an dli woman toJio went upon two 
crutches! Faugh, the old witch! 'What? Violence 
amongst these toothless, tottering, tremliling, fachle 
ones? Eobbery amongst the penniless? Bogs com- 
ing and snatching Lazarus’s crumbs out of his lap? 
Ali, how indignant Goody was as she told tlio stoiyl 
To that pond at Potsdam where the carps live for 
hundreds of hundreds of years, with hunclies of blue 
mould on their hack, I dare say the little Prince and 
Princess of Prmissen-Biitannien come somefimes with 
crumbs and cakes to feed the mouldy ones. Tlroso 
eyes may h.ave goggled from bencatJi the w'ceds at, 
Napoleon’s jack-boots: they have seen i'rederick’.s 
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lean sLanks reflected in tlieir pool; and perliaps 
Monsieur de Voltaire lias led them — and now, for a 
ermnb of biKScuit they will fi^vbt, pusli, bustle, rob, 
squabble, gobble, relapsing into tlieir tranqnillitj 
when tlie ignoble struggle is over. Sans sonei, in- 
deed! It is mighty -vvell writing “Sans souci” over 
the gate; but where is the gate througli wiiicli Care 
lias not slipped? She ])Ci'cUes on the slionlders of 
the sentry in the sentry-box: she ivdiispers the porter 
sleeping in his arm-chair: she glides up the staircase, 
and lies down between the king and queen in tlieir 
bed-royal: this very uiglit I dare say she will perch 
upon poor old Goody Twoshoes’s meagre bolster, 
and whisper, “ Will the gentleman and those ladies 
ask me again? No, no; they will forget poor old 
Twoshoes.” Goody! Nor sliame of yourself! Do 
not be cynical. Do not mistrust your fellow-creatures. 
What? Has the Christmas morning dawned upon 
thee ninety times? Nor four-score and ten years has 
it been thy lot to totter on this earth, hungry and 
obscure? Peace and goodwill to thee, let us say at 
this Christinas season. Como, drink, eat, rest awhile 
at our hearth , thou qioor old pilgrim ! And of the 
bread which God^s bounty gives us, I pray, brother 
reader, we may not forget to set aside a part for 
those nohle and silent poor, from whose innocent 
hands war has torn the means of labour. Enough! 


ON SOME C&Kr AT SANS SOVCI. ' 

As I liope for beef at Cln-istnias, I tow a note sbiU 
1,e sent to Saint Lazarus Union House in 
Mr. Eovmdaliont lecinests the honour of liirrf. 

Shoes’s company on Friday, 26th December. 
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Fever liave I Been a more noble tragic face. In 
the centre of the forehead there was a great furrow 
of care, towards which the brows rose piteously. 
Wliat a deep solemn grief in the eyes! They looked 
blankly at the object before them, but through it, 
as it were , and into the grief beyond. In monlents 
of pain, have you not looked at some indifferent 
object so? It mingles dumbly with your grief, and 
romaiu.s aftei'ward.s connected with it in your mind. 
It may bo some iiidifforeut thing — a book which you 
were reading at the time when you received her 
farewell letter (how well you remember tbe ])ara- 
graph afterwards — the shape of the words, and tlieir 
position on the page); the words you wvero writing 
when your mother came in, and said it was ail over 
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— k!ic wiiK sfAitiOED — Emily nianied—lo tluit in- 
sigMiifitHnf; little rival at M'liom you liavo lauglietl a 
1j and re (I times in her company. Well, veil; my 
friend and reader, whoe’er yon be — old mein or 
yoviiig, wife or maideu^yoii have had your grieJ- 
pang. Boy, yon heive lain awake the first night at 
schoed, and thought of liome. Worse still, man, 
yini have parted from the dear ones with bursting 
liOiirt: and, lonely boy, recall the bolstering an un- 
feeling comrade gave you; and, lonely man, just 
lorn from your children — their little tokens of alfee- 
tion yet in }Mnr pocket— pacing the deck at evening 
in the midst of the roaring ocean, yon can remember 
liow' yon were told that supper Wiis ready, and how 
you went down to the cabin and had brmuIy-aiKb 
wider and biscuit. Yon reincmber the taste of them. 
I'c'.s; for ever. You took them whilst yon and your 
Oriel' were sitting together, and yovn Grief clutched 
you round the souL Serpent, how you have writhed 
round me, and, Litten me! Eeinorso, .Remembrance, 
&c. , come in tlie night season, and I feel yon gnaw- 
ing', gnawing! ..... I tell you that man’s face 
iras like Laocoon’s (which, by the way, 1 alway.s 
think over-rated. The real head is at Briissola, at 
the Duke Dareuiberg’s, not at Rome). 

Tliat man! What man V ’I'hat man of whom I 
said tliat his magnificent countenance o.'tliibitcd the 
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noblest tragic vroe. He was not of Eiiropeair blooil. 
He was handsome, hut not of European homity. His 
face white — not of a Horthevn whiteness; his eyes 
protruding somewhat, and rolling in tiieir grief. 
Tljose eyes had seen the Orient sini, and lii.s luiak 
was the eagle’s. His lips were full. Tlie beard, 
curling round them', was nnkempt and tawny. The 
lochs were of a deep, deep) coppery rod. The. hands, 
swart and 2)owerfal, accustomed to the rough grasp) 
of the wares hi which he dealt, seemed unused to 
the llimsy ai’tilices of the hath. He came from the 
Wilderness, and its sands were on liis rohe, his 
eheehj his tattered sandal, and the hardy foot it 
covered. 

And his grief — whence came his sorrow':* I will 
tell yon. He bore it in his hand. He had evidently 
just eoneludod the compact by wliich it became his. 
His business was that of a purchaser of domestic 
raiment. At early dawn — nay, at what hour when 
the city is alive — do we not all hear the nasal cry 
of “Clo?” In Paris, SaUts MarehmS, 

(VhaUts^ is the twanging signal with wliich the 
wandering merchant makes his prc.sence known. Tt 
was in Paris I saw this man. Where else liave I 
not seen him? In the Eoman Ghetfo — at (he Claie 
of David, in his fathers’ once imperial city. The 
man I mean was an itinerant vendor and purchaser 
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of wardrobes— wliat you call an ... Enougli! you 
knoAY bis name. 

On Ilia left slioulder bung bis bag; and. be held 
in that band a white batj wliicb I am sure bo bad 
just piii'obased, and which was the cause of the grief 
which .smote lu.s noble features. Of course .1 caniiot 
jjarticulai'iiio tlic siiin, but he bad given too much 
for that hat. He felt he might have got the tiling 
for less money. It was not the amount, I am sure; 
it was the principle involved. He bad given four- 
pence (let us say) for that whieli threepence would 
have purchased. He had h ecu done: and, a manly 
shame was upon him, that he, whose energy, acute- 
ness, experience, point of honom, should have made 
him the victor in any mercantile duel in which he 
should engage, had been overcome by a portet’s 
wife, who very likely sold him the old hat, or by a 
student who was tired of it. I can understand bis 
grief, Do 1 seem to be speaking of it in a dis- 
respectful or flippant way? Then you mistake me. 
He had been outwitted. He had desired, coaxed, 
schemed, haggled, got what ho wauled, and now 
found he had. jiaid too much for his bargain. You 
don’t suppose I would ask you to laugh at tliat man’s 
grief? It is yon, clumsy cynic, wbo are disposed 
to sneer, whilst it may be tears of genuine sympathy 
are trickling down this nose of mine. What do 


you mean by laughing? If you saw a, woimded 
soldier on the field of battle, would you laugh? If 
you saw a ewe ro])bed of her lamb, would you laugh, 
you bnite? It is you who are the cynic, and have 
no feeling; and you sneer because that grief is un' 
intelligible to you wMcli touches my finer senBilvility. 
The Oijj-OLOTiiES’-MAN had been defeated in one 
of the daily battles of liis most interesting, elienuevod, 
adventurous life. 

Have you ever figured to yourself ndiat such a 
life nunst be? Tlio pursuit and couf[ue.sl: of two- 
penoo )nnst bo the most eager and fascinating of oc- 
cupations. Wc inigbt all engage In that business 
if we would. Du not wlilst-players, for exam])le, 
foil, and think, and lose thcii' temper over sixpenny 
points? They bring study, natural genius, long 
forelhonght, iiwmory, and careful historical ex2>erionce 
to bear upon tbeir favourite labour. Don’t tell mo 
that it is the sixpenny points, and five sbillings the 
rub, which keeps them for hours over their painted 
pasteboard. ' It is the desire to conquer. Hours pass 
Tiy. Night glooms. Dawn, it may be, rises un- 
lieedod; and they sit calling for fresh cai-ils at the 
“Portland,” or the “Union,” while waning candles 
splutter in the sockets, ami languid wait(;rs snooze 
in tlie ante-room. Sol rises. Jones has lost four 
pounds: Drown has W)n two; Eobiusnn lurks aavay 
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to Iris family house and (mayhap, indignant) Mrs. E, 
Ifoiiia of evoniiig, night, morning, have passed away 
whiLst tliey l)a.vc been waging this sixpenny battle. 
VTliat is the loss of four jioinids to Jonc.s, the gain 
of two to Urowu? 13. is, perhaps, so rich that two 
pounds more or less are 'as naught to him; ,7. is so 
hopele.saly involved that to win four ponnd.s cannot 
benefit hi.s creditors, or alter his condition; but they 
play for that stake: they put forward tboir be.st 
energies: they ruff, fuiosse (wbat are the tecdniical 
words, and how do I know?) It is hut a sixpenny 
game if you like; but they want to win it. So as 
regards my friend yonder with the hat. lie stakes 
his money; he wishes to win the game, not the hat 
merely. I am not prepared to say that he is not 
inspired by a noble ambition. Cmsar Avished to be 
first in a village. If first of a hundred yokels, why 
not first of two? And my Mend the old-elothe.s’- 
man wishes to win Ids game, as -well as to turn his 
little sixpence. 

Suppose in the game of life — and it is but a 
twopenny game after all — you are erpially eager of 
Avimiing. Shall yon be asliaincd of your amhition, 
or glory in it? There arc games, too, which are 
becoming to particular periods of life. 1. remember 
in the days of our youth, rvlien my friend Arfhui' 
Boivdor ivas an eminent crickotor. Slim, swift, strong, 
llmmdalunt Papers. II. H 
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well-built, lie prcscutod a goodly appeavanee on iliC 
ground in. liis flanuel imifonu. Miiitadi non sine 
f)Una, Bowler my boy! Husli! We tell no tales. 
Mum is the word. Yonder comes Charley his son. 
Now Charley his son has taken the field, and is 
famous among the eleven of bis school. Bowler 
senior, with his capacious wmistcoat, &c., wniddling 
after a ball, would present an absurd object, whereas 
it does the eyes good to see Bowler junior scouring 
the plain — a young exemplar of joyful health, ylgoaiy 
activity. The old boy wisely contents himself with 
amusements more becoming his ago and waist; takes 
his sober ride; visits his farm soberly — busies him- 
self about his pigs, his ploughing, his peaches, or 
what not? Very small routinier amusoinonts interest 
him; and (thank goodness!) nature provides very 
kindly for kindly-disposed fogies. We relish those 
things which we scorned in our lusty youth. I see 
the young folks of an evening kindling and glowing 
over their delicious novels. I look up and watch 
the eager eye flashing down the page, being, for my 
part, perfectly contented with my twaddling old 
volume of “Howel’s Letters," or the Gentleman'B 
Magazine. I am actually arrived at such n calm 
frame of mind that I like batter-pudding. I never 
should have believed it possible; hut it is so. Yet 
a littlo vv'Mle, and I may rclisli wator-gruol. It will 
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bo tlic ago of 'umi hit de potde d mon lonn-et de ntcii. 
And then-— tlie cotton extinguislier is pulled ovei' 
tlie old noddle, and the little flame of life is pojijicd 
out. 

Don’t you know elderly people who make learned 
notes in Army Lists, Peerages, and the like? This 
is the batter-pudding', water’-grael of old age. 'I'lie 
worn-out old digestion docs not care for sirongor 
food. Pornierly it could .swallow twelve-hours’ tough 
reading, and digest an encyelopjodia. 

If I had children to educate, I would, at ten or 
twelve years of age, liave a professor, or profe.ssoreas, 
of whist for them, and cause them to be well 
grounded in that gre.at and useful game. You can- 
not learn it well when yon are old , any more than 
you can learn dancing or billiards. In our house 
at homo wm youngsters did not play wliist because 
we were dear obedient ebildreu, and the elders said 
playing at eard.s was “a waste of time.” A waste 
of time, my good people! Aliens t What do elderly 
liome-kceping jiDople do of a night after 'dinner? 
Darby gets his uewsjiaper', iny dear Joan, her 
Missionary Mayamie or her volume of Gnmmitjg’.s 
Sormons-— and don’t you ]a.iow what en.sues? Over 
the arm of 3>arby’s arm-chair the. paper flutters to 
llio ground unheeded, and he perfom.s the trumpet 
/■ 14* 
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oliWifi’ato que mms saves on liis old nose. M 3 >- doai' 
old Joan’s Lead nods over lier sermon (awakciiinji; 
tLougli the doctrine m.iy be), lliug’, ding’, ding: can 
that be ten o’clock? It is time to send tlie serviuita 
to bed, my dear — and to bed master and mistress 
g’o too. Bnt tliey Lave not wasted their time play- 
ing at cards. Oil, no! I belong to a Club vduirc 
there is wList of a night; and not a little amusing 
is it to hear Brovnv speak of Tbomp.son’s jday, arid 
vi'ee versa. But there is one man — Oreatorex let us 
call him — ■who is the acknorvledged cajitain and 
primus of all the rv'hist-players. We all secretly 
admire him. I, for mj^ part, -watch him in private 
life, hearken to what ho says, note what he orders 
for dinner, and have that feeling of awe for him 
■that 1 used to have as a hoy for tho cock of the 
school. Not play at whist? “Quelk triste vieillme 
vous vans prepares!" were the rvords of the great 
and good Bishop of Antiin. I can't. It is too late 
norv. Too late! too late! Ah! humiliating conle.s.sinn! 
That joy might have been clutched, hut the life- 
stream has swept us by it — the swift life-stream rushing 
to the nearing sea. Too late! too late! Twentystoue 
my hoy! ’When you read in the papers “Valse k 
deux temps,” aiid all the fashionable dances taughi; 
to adults by “Miss Lightfoots,” don’t you feel that 
you ■^vonld like to go in and learn? Ah, it is too 
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liifu! You liiive passed tlie clm'eas, Mastcv Tfl'eidy- 
stoue, auci the young- people are dancing without 
you. 

I don’t believe much of what my Lord Byron 
tlic poet says; but when he wrote, “So, for a good 
old gentlemanly vice, I thiidi I shall put up with 
avarice," I think his lordahipr meant what he wote, 
and If he pn-actised what he pireached, shall not 
(juarrel with liim. As an oceujiation in declining 
yem-s, I declare I tliink saving is useful, amusing, 
and not unbecoming’. It mu.st be a perpetual arnu.se-. 
nient. It is a game tliut can be played hy day, 
by niglit, at home and abroad, and at ■which you 
must niu in the long run. I an\ tired and want a 
cab. The fare , to my bouse, say, is two shilling’s. 
The cabman will naturally want half-a-erown. I 
pull out my book. I show him the distance is ex- 
actly three miles and fifteen hundred and ninety 
yards. I offer him my card— my -svinuing card. As 
he retires with the two shilling.s, blaspjhemiug in- 
wardly, every curse is a compliment to my skill. 
I have jilayei! him and beat him; and a .si.xponce is 
my spoil and just reward. This i.s a game, by the 
way , which ■women play far more cleverly than wo 
do. But wdiat an interest it imparts to life! .During 
the whole drive home I know I shall have my game 
at the journey^s end; am .sru’e of riiy Jiaud, and sliall 
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})Cat my adversary. Or I can play hi anotlier way. 
I won’t have a cab. at all, I will wait for the oinni- 
bus; I will bo one of the damp fourteen in tliat 
steaming vehicle. I will wait about in the rain for 
an hour, and ’bus after ’lni.s shall pass, but I will 
not bo beat. I will have a place, and get it at 
length, with iny boots wet through, and an urnbrellii 
dripping between my legs. I have a rlioumatisin, 
a cold, a sore throat, a sulky cveuing, — a doctor’s 
hill to-jnori'ow perhaps? Yes, but 1 have won riiy 
game, and am gainer of a shilling on thi.s ruhhor. 

If you play this game all tlirongh life it is 
wonderful what daily interest it has, and amusing 
occupation. For instance, my wife gees to sleep 
after dinner over her volume of scrinous. As soou 
as the dear soul is sound asleep, I advance softly 
and puff out her candle. Her pure droani.s will ho 
all the happier without that light; and, say she 
sloops an hour, there is a 2 *euny gained. 

As for elotbos, parhhu! there is not much money 
to be saved in clothes, for the iiict is, as a man 
advances in life — as he becomes tin Ancimt Jirituii 
(mark the ])leasantry) — ^lic goes wilhont clothes. 
When my tailor jiroposos soujcthiug in the way of 
a change of raiment, I laugh in his face. My blue 
coat and brass buttons will last tbeso ten years, (t 
is seedy? YTliat then? I don’t want to charm any- 



AUTOUE DH MOK CHil’BiU. iIJi) 

iuitly ill partieiilar. You say tliat my cloi.lios rn'o 
sliaij]))'? "W’liat do I care? When I ivislicd to look 
ivoll in somebody’s eyes, tlie matter may liave been 
different. But now, when I receive my bill of 10^. 
(lot us say) at the year’s end, and contrast it witli 
old tailors’ reckonings, I feel that I have played 
the game witli master tailor, and beat him; and my 
old clotlies are a token of the victory. 

I do not like to give servants board-wagos, 
iliough they are cheaper than liouseliold bills: hut I 
know they save out of board- wages, ' and so beat 
me. This shows that it is not the money hut the 
game whioh interests me. So about wine. I have 
it good and dear. I will trouble you to tell me 
where to get it good and clieap. You may as well 
give mo the address of a sliop where I can buy 
meat for fourpence a pound, or sovereigns for fifteen 
sliillings apiece. At the game of auctions, docks, 
shy wine-merchants, depend on it there is m winning; 
and I woidd as soon think of buying jewellery at 
an auction in Fleet Street as of purchasing wine 
from one of your dreadful needy wine-agents such 
as Infest every man’s door. Grudgo mynell: good, 
wine? As soon grudge my horse corn. MerciJ tiiat 
would bo a very losing game .indeed, and yoiuv 
humble seiwant has no relish for such. 

But in tlic very pursuit of saving t.liero must be 
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a hundred harmless delights and pleasures wliich 
we who are careless necessarily forego. What do 
you know about the natural history ol: your house- 
hold? Upon your honour and conscience, do you 
know the price of a pound of butter? Can you say 
what sugar costs, and how much your family eon- 
cumes and ought to consume? How much lard do 
yoxr use iu your house? As I think ou these sub- 
jects I own I bang down the bead of shame. I 
.sxippose for a moment that you, who are reading 
this, are a xniddle-aged gentleman, and paterfamilias. 
Can you answer the above questions? You know, 
sir, you cannot. Now turn round, lay down the 
book, and suddenly aisk Mrs. Jone.s and your 
daughters if tlmj can answer? They cannot, They 
look at one another. They pretend they can an- 
swer. They can tell you the plot and principal 
characters of the last novel. Some of them know 
something about history, geology, and so forth. 
But of the natural history of home — NtoMs, and for 
shame on you all! Sonms soyez! Nor shame on 
yon? for shame on us! 

In the early morning I hoar a sort of call or 
^oiel under my window: and know ’tis the matutinal 
milkman leaving his can at my gate. 0 household 
gods! have I lived all these years and don’t know 
the price or the quantity of the nulk which is de- 
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: lis’fcrod in that can? "WTiy don’t. I know? As I 

i live, if I live till to-morrow motuing, as soon as I 

hear tlio call of Laetantins, I will dash out upon 
him. How many cows? How much milk, on an 
average, all the year round? What rent? What 
cost of food and dairy servants? What loss of 

I animals, and average cost of purchase? If I in - 

! terestod myself properly about my pint (or hogslioad, 

whatever it be) of milk, all this knowledge would 
en.sue; all this additional intere.st in life. What is 
this talk of my friend, Mr. Lewes, about objects at; 
the seaside, and so forth?* Objects at the sea^de? 
Objects at the area-bell: objects before my nose: 
objects which the butcher brings me in Ms tray : 
which the cook dresses and puts down before me, 
and over which I say grace! My daily life is surr 
rounded with objects wliich ought to interest me. 
The pudding I eat (or refuse, that is neither hero 
nor there; and, between otu-solves, what I have said 
about hatter-pudding may be taken eim gram — urn 
are not come to that yet, except for the sake of 
argument or illustration) — the pudding, I say, on 
my plate, the eggs that made it, the lire that 
i cooked it, the tablecloth on which it is hud, and so 

forth-^fire each and all of these objects a know- 
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lodge of whioli I may acquire — a knowledge of the 
cost and produetiou of wliicli I iniglit advantage- 
ously learn? To the mtm who does know tlieso 
things, I say the interest of life is prodigiously in- 
creased. The inilkmau becomes a study to him; 
tlic baker a being ho curiously and tenderly ex- 
amines, Go, Lewes, <aud clap a hideous sea- 
anemone into a glass: 1 will put a cabman under 
mine, and make a vivisection of a butcher. O 
Lares, Penates, and gentle household gods, teach 
me to sympatliizo with all that comes within my 
doors! Give me au interest in the butcher’s book. 
Let mo look forward to tlie ensuing number of the 
grocer’s account with eagerness. It seems ungrate- 
ful to my kitchcu-chimncy not to know the cost of 
sweeping it; and I (rust that many a man who 
reads this, and mu.sos on it, will feel, like the 
writer, ashamed of himself, and hang down his head 
humbly. 

Now, if to this household game you could add 
a little inoue^ iutei'cst, the amusonujnt would Im in- 
creased far beyond the mere money value, as a 
game at cards for si-’cimncQ is bettor tlian a rubber 
for nothing. If you can interest yourself about si.';:- 
pence, all life is invested with a now excitement. 
From sunrise to sleeping you can always be playiiig 
that game — with butcher, baker, coal-merchant, cab- 
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man, oiimibus-man — nay, tliamoncl-iuoi't.liaul and 
stockbroker. You can bargain for a gniiica otcv 
the price of a cliamohd necklace, or for a sixteenth 
p>cr cent, in a transaction at the. Stock T?]xcli..aiigc. 
We all know men who have this faculty who arc 
not ungenerous witli their inonoy. They give it on 
great occasions. They are more nlilc to liclp than 
you and I who spiend ours, and say to })Oor Prodigal 
who comas to us out at elbow, “My dear fellow, T 
(iliould have been delighted; hut 1 liav'-o already an- 
ticipated my quarter, and urn going to ask Screwhy 
if ho can do aaiything for me." 

Ill this delightful, wliolosoine, over-novel Lwo- 
peiuiy game, there is a danger of excess, as there 
is in every other pastime or occupation of life. If 
you grow too eager for your twopence, the acquisi- 
tion or the los.s of it may affect your jieaoo of mind, 
and peace of mind is hotter than any amount of 
twopences. My friend, the old-clothes’-mau, whose 
agonies over the liat have led to thi.s ranihling dis- 
quisition, has, 1 very mucli fear, by a too eager 
pursuit of small jiriilits, disturbed the equanimity of 
a mind tliat ought to be easy and hapjiy. “Had 1 
stood out,” he thinks, “1 might have laid the liat 
for threepence, " and he doubts whether, having 
given lour pence for it, ho wilt ever get back his 
money. My good Shadraeh, if you go tlirough life 
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passionately deploring tlie mevocable, and allo-\v 
yesterday’s transactions to embitter the cheerfulness 
of to-day and to-morro-w — as lief walk down to tlio 
tSeine, souse in, hats, body, clothes-bag and all, and 
put an end to your sorrow and sordid cares. Before 
and since Mr. Franklin wrote bis pretty apologue of 
tbo Wbistle have we not all made bargains of wliicii 
we repented, and coveted and acijuired objects for 
whicli we have paid too dearly? Wlio has iiot pur- 
chased his bat in some market or other? There is 
General M'Clellan’s cocked-hat for example: I dare 
say he was eager enough to wear it, and he baa 
learned tliat it is by no means cheerful wear. There 
were the military beavers of Messeigneurs of Or- 
leans they wore them gallantly in the face of 
battle; but I suspect they were glad enough to pitch 
them into the James Eiver and come home in mufti. 
Ah, mes amis! h chasm son schalcot! I was looking 
at a bishop the other day, and thinking, “My right 
reverend lord, that broad-brim and rosette must 
bind your great broad forehead ^mry tightly, and 
give you many a headache. A good easy wide- 
awake -were better for you, and I would like to see 
that honest foce with a cutty-pipe in the middle of 
it.” There is my Lord Mayor, M'y once dear 

* Two oadeta of tho Houso of OrleaJia wbo sorvod as VoJuEteors 
iinilor Cfozieral McClellan in Itis 
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lord, my kind friend, when your hvo yeiiiv' reiiiii 
was over, did not yon juiTip for joy and flitis your 
cliapeavr-1)ras out of window: and hasn’t that liat 
cost you ii pretty hit of money? There, in a 
sploiuikl tra^-elling chariot, in the sweetest l)onnet, 
all triiiinic'd with orange-blossoms and (Jliautilly 
lace, sUs iny Lady Eosa, with old Lord Snowdon 
hy her side. Ah, Eosa! what a price have yon 
paid for that hat which yon wear; and is yonr lady- 
ship's coronet not pnrehaBed too dear? Jhiougli of 
hats. Sir, or Madam, I take off mine, and salute 
you with profound re-sjiect. . 
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fJN ALEXANDRINES.* 

A eettbh to sorns coumtuy ooosins. 


Dear Cousinh, — Bo pleased to receive herewith 
a packet of Mayall’s photograplis, and copies of 
Illustrated News, IVmtratci Tims, London, Emm, 
Queen, and Observer, each containing an acconnt of 
the notable fe,stmties of the past week. If, besides 
these remembrances of home, yon have a mind to 
read a letter from an old friend, behold hero it is. 
When I was at school, having left my parents in 
Indi.‘i, a good-natnred captain or colonel rvonld come 
sometimes and see ria Indian boy.s, and, talk to iis 
about papa and mamma, and give u,s coins of the 
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realm, and write to our parents, and say, “I drove 
over yesterday and saw Tommy at Dr. Bireli’s. I 
took Iiiin to the ‘George,’ and gave him a (liunor. 
His appetite is fine. He states tliat he is reading 
‘Cornelius Nepos,’ with which he is much interested. 
His masters report,” &c. And though Dr. Eirch 
wrote by the same mail a longer, fuller, and. offieinl 
statement, I have no doubt the distant parents pre- 
ferred the friend’s letter, Avith its artless, possibly 
nngrainmatical, account of their little darling. 

I have seen the young heir of Britain. These 
eyes have beheld Mm and his bride, on Saturday 
ill Pall Mall, and on Tuesday in the nave of St. 
George’s Chapel at ‘Windsor, when the young Prin- 
cess Alexandra of Denmark passed by with her 
blooming procession of bridesmaids; and half an hour 
later, when the Princess of Wales came forth from 
the chapel, her husband by her side robed in the 
purple mantle of the famous Order which his fore- 
ftithor osLahlished here five himdred years ago. We 
were to see her yet once again, when her open car- 
riage passed out of the Castle gate to the station of 
the near railway which was to convey her to South- 
ampiton. 

Since womankind existed, has any ivoman over 
had, .such a greeting? At ten hours' tli.stiincc, there 
i,s a city far rnoro magnificent than ovira. With 



ereiy respect for Kensington tonjiike, 1 own tbnt 
the Arc cle I’Etoile at Paris is a mncli finer entrance 
to an imperial capital. In oiir lilack, orderless, aigaag 
streets, wo can show nothing to compare with the 
inagnilieent array of the line fie liivoli, that; enor- 
movis regiment of stono stretching for five miles and 
jiresenting arms hefore the Tnilerics. Think of ihe 
late Fleet Prison and Wailhman’s Obclislf;, and of 
the Place tie la Concoi’de and the Luxor Stone! 
“The finest site in Europe,” as Trafalgar Sipiarc 
has heeu cttllcd hy some ohstinatc Britisdi optiinisf, 
is disfigured hy trojfiiies, fountains, eolmmis, and 
statues so puerile, disorderly, and hideous that a 
lover of the arts must hang the head of shame as ho 
passes to see our dcfO’ old (lueou city arraying her- 
self so absurdly; hut when all is said and done, we 
can show' one or two of the greatest sights in the 
world. I doubt if any Roman festival was as vast 
or striking as the Derby day, or if any Imperial 
triumph could show such a prodigious muster of 
fiiithful people as our young Princess saw' on Satur- 
day, when the nation turned out to greet her. The 
calculators are squabbling about the numbers ol' Imu- 
dreds of thousands, of millions, who came fortli tfi 
see her and hid her welcome. Imagine beacons 
flaming, rockets blazing, yards manned, ships and 
forts saluting with their thunder, every steamer and 
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vessel, every town and rdllage from Eamsgatc lo 
(‘Iravofieiid, swarming- Avith liappy gratulation; young 
girls with Howers, scattering roses before her; staid 
citizens and aldermen pushing and squeezing- and 
panting to make the speech, and how the knee, and 
hid her Avelcome! Who is this who is lioiiourod 
Avith such a prodigious ti-iumpli, and received Avith 
a Avelcome so astonisliing? A year ago Ave had 
never hoard of her. I think ahout lier pedigree and 
family not .-i foAV of ns are in the dark still, and 1 
oAvii, for my part, to bo umcli puzzled by the allii- 
.sions of ueAvspaper genealogists and bards and skalds 
to Vikings, Berserkers, and so forth. But it Avonld 
be interesting to knoAV hoAv many liviudreds of thou- 
sands of pliotograplis of the fair briglit face luiAm hy 
this time made it beloved and familiar in British 
homes. Think of all the rpiiet country nooks from 
Landhs End to (Jaithno.ss, Avhci-e kind eyes have 
glanced, at it. The farmer brings it home from 
market; tlio curate from his visit to the Cathedral 
toAvn; the rustic folk peer at it in the little village 
shop-AAundoAV ; the squire’s cluldreu gaze on it i-oimd 
the di-iiAviiig-i-oom table: every eye that beholds it 
looks tenderly on its bright beauty and sweet artless 
grace, and young and old pray God bless lier. \Vv, 
have ail elderly friend, (a certain Goody Twoshoes,) 
Avlio iiibnViits, Avitli many other old ladies, tlm IJuion 
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Hnuse of the pai-i.sli of St. LoBHriis in Soho. Oiio 
of your cousins from this house went to ,seo her. anil 
fonnfl Goody nud lier cojnpaiiiou crones all in a 
Hvitter of oxcitemeut ahout the lUiiri'in'i'e. The wiiite- 
Wiislicd walhs of their bleak doniiitory were orna- 
mented with prints out of the illuscrared journals, 
and hung' witli fci.stoous and true-lovor.s’ knots of 
tape and coloured, pajjer-, and the old liodies had 
had a good dinner, and the old tongues o'cro cliirp- 
ing' and clacking' away, all eager, iulcrosled, .sym- 
]iatliis5iug”, and one very elderly and I'liciuiiatic 
Goody, will) is obliged (o kcc}i ber bed, (and has, 
I trust, an exaggerated idea of the earcb attending 
on royalty,) said, “Pore tiling, pore tViiugl 1 pity 
her.” Tea, even in that dim ]ihu'C there was a little 
hrightne,ss .and a ipuivoring huzza, a coutribiitiou of 
a mite subscribed liy tliose dozen jioor old widows 
to the ti'ea,siire of loyalty ivith whicli the nation 
endows the Prince’s bride. 

Three bnndrcd years ago, when our dread Sover- 
eign Lady Elizabeth came to take. po,ssession of her 
realm and capital city, .Uoliugshed, if you plea.se 
(•whose pleasing history of cour.se you carry ribout 
with you), relates in his fourth volume folio, that — 
“At hir entring the citie, she was of the people re- 
ceived inaruelloua iutierlie, as appeared by the 
assomblics, praiors, ■welcomrnings, cries, and all 
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oiliiir sig'iiGs wliic.li aTgued ii wooitderMl earnest 
lone:’’ itiid iit various lialting-iilaees on tlie royal 
progress cliildrcu habited like- angels appeared ont 
of allegoric editices mid spoke verses to her — 

“ Wolcome, 0 (Jueon, as tmich as heart can think, 

Welcome again, as much ns tongue can tell, 

Welcome to joyous tongues and hearts that will not 
shrink. 

God theo preserve, wo pray, and wish thee over well!” 

Oni' new PrjneB.s.s, yon may be sure, ha.s also 
had her Alexaiicirines, mid many iniiistrcls have 
gone befoi-e bor .singing ber ]n'ai.so.s. Mi'. Tripper, 
who begins in very- great force and strength , and 
n'ho ]n’opose.s to give her no le.s.s than eight Imiidred 
tlioirsand welcomes in the lirsfc twenty lines of bis 
ode, is not .salislied with this most liberal ataorint 
of acclamation, but ]iri) 2 ioses at the end of Iris poem 
a still more niagnificeut subscription. Tims we begin, 
“A hundred tbonsand welcomes, a bundred thousand 
welcomes.” (In my copy the tigurea are in the. well- 
known Arabic, numerals, but let ns luive the nmabei's 
literally acciu-ate:)— 

“A huiiilrod thousand welcomes! 

A liundrod thonsiuid welooiiies ! 

And a hundred thousand more! 
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0 happy heart of Eii};laiid, 

Shout aloud ami sHiff, liirul, 

As no land sang before; 

. And lot the pioaus soar 
And ring from aliore to shore, 

A hundred thousand welcomes, 

And a linndred thousand mure; 

And let the cannons roar 
Tho joy-stuimod city o’er. 

And let the stceiiles chime it 
A hundred thousand welcomes 
And a hundred thousand move ; 

And let the people rhyme it 
h'rom neighbom-’s door to door, 

I'rom every man’s hofirt’s core, 

A hundred tliouaand welcomes 
And a hundred thousand more.” 

This contribution, in twenty not long lines, of 
900,000 (say nine hundred thousand) welcomes is 
handsome indeed; and shows that when our bard is 
inclined to ho liberal, bo, does not look to tlnj eo,st. 
But wliat is a sum of 900,000 to bis further pro- 
posal? — 

“ 0 let all those declare it, 

Let miles of shouting swear it, 

In all the years of yore, 

Unparalleled before! 

And thou, most welcome Wand’rei' 

Across the Northern Water, 

Our England’s Aluxanoka, 

Our dear adopted oluugh ter— 
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Lay ti) lliino liesirt, (ioimecl o’fir ajiii o’ev, 

L) fii) lire yftars rMiiemlii'nal well, 

'I'lie iiKifjji; lervour of tliia spell 
Tlial akakes llie liuid from slioro to alioru, 

Ami makch all licarla aiifl eyes brim o’er; 

( )iir Imuflrod thouaaml welcomes, 

Oiir fii'ly luillimi welcomes, 

Aral a liuuilrcd million more!” 

Ffero WO liave, besides tlio most liboral ]ji'evkMB 
;,ul)Kcri[)linii, a furtlicr call on tlio public for uo less 
tlifui 0110 livmdrcd and fifty million one Inmclrcd 
(lioiiBaiid w'clconies for hei- lloyal Higlmess. How 
iiuicli is tins ]icr head for all of ua in tlio three king- 
doms? Not above five ivelcoracs ajiiece, and T am 
sure many of ns liave given more than five hurrahs 
to the fair young Princess. 

Each man sings according to his voice, and gives 
in proporlion to his means. The guns at Sheernes.s 
“from their iidamantiuc lijis” (which had .sjiokcn in 
(puirrelsoitie ohi times a very dilFerout hingiiage,) 
roared a hundred tlmudering welcomes to the fair 
Dane. The nniidcns of Eugland strewed roses before 
her feet at Gravesend when she landed. Mr. 'I’lijipci', 
with tlie million and odd welcomes, may be com- 
pared to the tliumlermg fleet; Mr. flliorle.y’s song, 
to the lloivercts scattered on her Koyal lliglmoss’s 
liajijiy and carpeted path; — 



‘njlcssiiift's on that ffili.' face! 

Safe on the shove. 

Of her home-dwelliiis’ place, 

Stranger no more, 
fjove, from her hoiiisehold shrine, 

Keep sorrow far! 

May for her hawtliorn twine, 

June hring- sweet eglantine, 

Autumn, tlic golden vine, 
l)ear Northern Star!" 

Hawtliom for May, eglantine for Juno, and in 
anUnnii a little tass of the golden vine for otir Nor- 
thern Star. I am sure no one tvill grudge Ihe T’rin- 
ce.ss these simple enjoymeiite, and of the produce of 
the last-named pleasing plant, I wonder how many 
humpers were drunk to her health on the happy clay 
of her bridal? As tor the Laureate’s verses, 1 would 
respectfully liken his Highness to a giant .showing 
a beaeoii torch on “a windy headland.” plis flaring 
torch is a pine-tree, to be sure, wliich nobody can 
wield but himself. He wavo,s it: and four times in 
the midnight he shouts mightily, “Alexandra!" and 
the Pontic pine is whirled into the ocesiu and Ence- 
ladus goes homo.- 

Whose muse, whose cornemuse, sounds with such 
plamtivo sweetness from Arthur’s Sea.t, wldlo Edin- 
burgh and Musselburgh lie rapt in delight, and tho 
mermaids come flapping up to Leith shore t{) hear 
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tlio e.xr{nisU:& music? Swcetei’ 2)i2'>oi’ Erlina knows 
not tli.'tn Aytoun, die Ikml of tlic Oavaliei'R, ivlu) 
Ijoh given in In's frank adhesion to the reigning: 
dyrifiaty. WIic . a most heautifid , eelehrated and 
imfoi'tmiiite jirincess whose memory the I’l'ofesaov 
loves- -wiicn Mary, wife of I’rancis the Second, King 
of Franco, and by her own right in-orlaimed <inpen 
of Rcotland and England (^loor soul!), entered I’iirls 
with lier young bridegroom, good Peter Eonsard 
wrote of her — . : 

“ Toi qni as veil 1 ’ excellence do coEc 
yiii rend le del de I’Escosse onvieux, 

IJy hardhnent, contentoK vous mes yeux, 

Voua ne verres: jamais clioso iilus belle.” * 

“ Vaus m verrez jamais chose plus hellei" Here is 
an Alexandrine written three hundred years ago, as 
sinijile as Ion j'onr. Professor Aytonu is more ornate. 
After elegantly comidimenting the sju'ing, and a 
dG.seri2)lion of her Royal Higluies.s’s ivell-kmnvn an- 
cestors the “Berserkers,” lie Inu'sts fortli — 

“Tlie Rose, of Denmark comes, the Royal Ilvidc! 

O loveliest Rose I our jjaragon and pride — 

Choiec of the J’rince whom England hold.s so dear — 
What lioinago shall wo pay 
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To 0110 who has 110 punr? 

Wliiit. can the bard or wildered minstrel siiy 
More than tlie peasant who on bended hneo 
Breathes from his heart an earnest prayer foi’ DiceV' 
Words are not fair, if tliat they iraiild express 
Is fairer still; so lovers in dismay 
Btaud all tihashed hoforo tlurt loveliness 
'riiey rvorsliip iriost, hut find no words to {iray. 

'I’oo sweet for incense! {()ram>!) Take our loves instead — 
Moat freely, truly, anil devoutly given; 

Our prayer for blessings on that gentle heail, 

For cartldy happiness and rest iu Heaven ! 

May never sorrow dim those dove-like eyes. 

But peace as pure as reigned in Paradise, 

Calm and untainted on creation’s eve, 

Attend thee, still! May holy angels,” iii!. 

Tliis is all very well, my deal' country cou.'jins. 
But will you say “Ameu” to this prayer? J won’t. 
Assuredly oiir fair Princos.s will shod many tears 
out of Hie “flove-lilce eyes,” or the Jieart will he 
little, worth. I.s she to know no parting, no care, no 
anxious longing, no lender ivatchcs liy the sick, to 
de^ilore no friend.s and Iciudred, and feel no grief? 
Heaven forbid! When a bard or wildered minstrel 
writes so, best accept his own coul’ossioii, that he is 
losing his head. On the day of her eutraiico into 
London who looked more bright and happy than the 
Prinee.ss? On the day of the inarriuge, the fair face 
■wore its marks of cai’O already, and looked out quite 
grave, and frightened almost, under the ■wreaths and 
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lace and orange-flowers. Would you liave Lad Ler 
feel no tremor? A maiden on tLe l)riiI(?gi-()oiu’s 
tlireslmld, aT’rlneesa led up to the steps of a throne? 
I (Ijink Jicr pallor and doubt became her .‘is well as 
her .smiles. That, I. can tell yon, was our vote who 
Side in X eoinpiirtrnent, let us say, in the nave of 
St. George’s (llmpel at Windsor, and siiw ti, paii of 
one (d'fhe hi'ightest ceremonies ever performed there. 

My dear cousin Mai’y, you have iui account of 
<ho dres.^os-, and I promise you there were priucesBes 
besides the bride whom it did the eyes good, to he- 
boid. Around the bride sailed a bevy of young 
creatures so fair, white, and graceful that 1 thought 
of those fairy-tale beauties who are sometimes prin- 
cesses , and sometimes white .swans. The Eoyal 
Princesses and tlio Eoyal Knights of the Garter 
swept by in jirodigious rohos and trains of 2 iiiry)lo 
velvet, thirty sliillings ii yard, my dear, not of ctnirso 
including tlie lining, which, I have no d.oiibt, was of 
the richest satin, or that costly “miniver" udiicli we 
used to read almut in poor Jerrohl’s writings. Tlio 
young iniiiccs were liahited in kilts; and Ity the side 
of the Princess Eoyal trotted such a little wee soleinii 
nighlander! He is the young heir and chief of the 
famous clan of Jlrandeiihnrg. His eyrie is amongst 
the Idaglcs, and 1 pray no harm may befall tlic dear 
little chieftain. , 
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Tlio homlds in tlioir tal)a«ls wove mavvelloiia to 
liftliold, and a nod from lionge Croix gave me the 
keenest gratification. I tried to catch (Jarter’s eye, 
hut citlier 1 conhin’t. or he wonhlii’t. In his rohes, 
he is like one of the Tltree Kings in old missal 
illuminatious. (Joldstick in waiting is even more 
Hplendid. With his gold rod and rohes and trappings 
of many colours, he looks like a royal enchanter, 
and as if ho had raised np all this scene of ghmumr 
by a wave of his glittering wand. Tlie silver trum- 
peters wear such quaint cap.s, as tho.«e I have hmnhly 
tried to dcjiict on the playful hcad.s of children, 
.Behind the trumpeters came a di'Utn-hoarer, on whose 
hack a gold-laced drummer drubbed Ids marcli. 

When the silver clarions had blown, and under 
a clear chorus of white-robed children chanting round 
the organ, the noble procession passed into the 
chapel, and was hidden from our sight for a while, 
there was silouee, or from tlie inner chapel over so 
faint a hum. Then hymns arose, and in the hill wo 
knew that prayers wore being said , and the sacred 
rite performed which joined Albert Edward to 
Alexandra lii,s wife. I am sure hearty jirayers were 
offered outside the gate as well as witliin for that 
princely young pair, and for their Mother and Queen. 
The peace, the freedom, tho liapjviness, the order 
whicli her rule guarantees, are part of my birthriglil: 
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siS au En^lisliiiiAEj and I Hess God for my siliare, 
Wdoro else shall I liad such- liberty, of action, tliouglit, 
speech, or laws which jJrotect mo so wellf Her ]ia.rt 
of he,r compact with her people, what sovereign ever 
bctlcr ])or(ornioiiy If onrs sits apart from the festivi- 
ties of the (lay, it is hecanso site sntfera from a 
gricif so recent that the loyal heart cannot masier it. 
as yet, and remains h'ou und fed to a helovod 
nieinory. A part of the musie whicii eeiebraies the 
day’s service was composed by the husband wliu is 
gone to the jdace where the just and pure of life 
meet the reward promised by the Father of all of us 
to good and faithful servants who have well done 
here below. As this one gives in his account, surely 
we may reineinher how the Prince was the friend 
of all peaceful arts and learning; how ho was true 
and fast always to duty, home, honour; how, through 
a life of complicated trials, he was sagacious, riglitc- 
ons, active and self-denying. And as we trace in 
th<! young faces of his many children the fatlier’s 
features and likeness, what Englishman will not 
pray that they may have inherited also some of the 
great ri iialitics which won for the I'rince Consort tlic 
lor'G and r(;spoct of our country? 

'^l.’iie jiiipcrs tell ns how, on the night of the mar- 
riage of the P)'ince of Wales, all over England and 
Scodand illuuvinati(ms were made, (he jioor and 
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cWHren were .feasted, and in villa^i'O aiul cjly tliou- 
Hsinds of kindly schcitios were devised to mark tlie 
national hajipiness and syinpatky. “TliO bonfire on 
(Joptpoiut. at Folkestone was seen in Fraiu-.e,” tlie 
'lekijrufh says, “more clearly tlian even, tlu* Froncli 
marine liglits could bo seen at Folkestone.” Long- 
may tlio fire couthuic to liuru! There are Riji-oj)0!in 
coasts (and iirlaud places) \y1ic)' 0 the liberty light 
lias been cxtiiiguislied, or is so low that yon can’t 


.see to road by it — tbero are great Alhiiitic shores 
w'hero it flickers and sniokos very gloomily. .Let us 
ho thankful to the Jioiiest guardians of ours, and for 
the kind sky under which it burns bright and 
steady. 


ON A BfEUAti OB CKOIKIH 


DN A WEDAT, OF GEORGE THE 
:iG)GUTH. 


Bebotuo me lies a coin Tjcaring tlie image and 
Rupcrsci'iplion of King Oeovge IV., and of the 
nominal value of two-iiad-yi.vpenco. But an official 
friend at a nciglibonriag turnpike says the piece is 
hopelessly bad; and a choinist, tested, it, I'cturuiiig a 
like uufavourahlo o]>inion. A cahmaii, who iuul. 
hi'onglit nio from a, (Buh, left it with the Club [lortcr, 
apjioaling to the gent who gave it a pore cahhy, at; 
ever so innch o’clock of a rainy night, whiclt ho 
hoped ho would givu him another. .1 Imvo taken 
that cfilniian ;it liis word. Me has hocu provided 
with a .sound uoin. The had piece is on the tahlo 
before me, and shall have a hole drillcil tliroiigli it., 
as soon as this essay is written, hy a loyal sulijecf; 
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wTio docs not desire to deface tlie So-\'eroi,gn’s iirifif'e, 
blit to protest against the rascal -who lias tiikeii liis 
name in vain. Fkl. J)ef. indeed! Is tliis what you 
call defending the faith? \'oo dare to foi'go ynnr 
Sovereign’s name, and jiass your scoiuulrel pcovter 
as Ids silver? I wonder who you are, wretch and 
most consummate trickster? This forgery is so com- 
plete that even now I am deceived hy it— t can’t 
see the difference between the base and sterling 
metal. Por]mp.s this piece is a little lighter; — I don’t 
knou'. A little softer:— is it? I have not bitten it, 
not being ra connoisseur in the tasting of pewter or 
silver. T take the word of three honest men, tlioiigli 
it goes against me: and though I have given two- 
and-sixpence wortlr of lioueat considerntioTi for the 
counter, I shall not attempt to implicate anybody 
else in my misfortune, or transfer my ill-Iuek to a 
deluded ncigbbonr. 

I say tlie imitation is so curiously siroccsaful, the 
stamping, milling of tlie edges, lettering, and so 
forth, are so neat, that even now, wlieu my eyes are 
open, I cannot see the cheat. How did those ex- 
perts, the eahman, and pikemau, and tradosmuii, 
come to find it out? How do they happen to he more, 
familiar willi jiewter and silver than 1 arn? You hoc, 
I put out of the question another point which I 
might argue Tidthout fear of defeat, namely, the cali- 


)M A. MEJ3AL Gif' GEOllGB THE FOIJUTII. 


man’s sLatoiiieiit tliat I gave Mia tliis bad jrlece of 
nione}". yiippoHO every c.fibinan V'lio ton]!: nm a 
.sfiilling fare ivia-o to drive a, way and rel.nru presently 
ivitli a liad coin iviid an assertion tliat i liad given 
it to Iiiiti! Tills, wouki be absurd and iniBclnovous;. 
an (iiiconragement of vice amongst incu wbo already 
are svilrject to temptations. Boiufy Mmo, 1 tliink if 
I were a ealoniiu myself, I might soinclimos .sirctrli 
a furlong' or two in my calciilatiou of distance. But 
don't eomo /w/ce, my man, and tell rno .L Jiave given 
yoit a bad half-crown. ISTo, no! I have paid emee 
like a, genllcnifin, and once is enough, for iiistaucc, 
during the Exliibition time I wa.s f)tep])ed by /in old 
country-woman in black, with a huge uinbrella, who, 
bursting into tears, said to me, “Master, be this (ho 
way to Harlow, in Esses?” “This the way to 
Harlow? 'riiis is the way to E.set:er, my good, lady, 
and you will arrive there if you walk about 170 
miles iu ytmr present direction," I aiisivercd courte- 
ously, rejilying to tlic old creature, 'riien she fell 
a-sobbiug as thougli her old heart would break, yho 
had a daughter a-dying at Harlow. Hlie. had walked 
already “vil'ty dree mile tliat day.” Tears stojipud 
the: rest of her discour.se, so /irtless, genuine, and 
almudaiit (hat — 1 own the truth -1 g/ivo her, in .1 
believe genuine silver, a piece of the exae.t sise of 
that coin which forms the siiliject of tliis essay. 
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Well. About a inoiitli since, ixoar to tlie very spot 
ivliore I had met my old woman, 1 was accosted by 
a ])eraon in black, ai ijer-son in a liir,£!e 'drage,'led caji, 
a person with a hu}:;o umbrella^ who was beginning, 
“1 say, Maxtor, can yon tell me if this bo tlic way 

to llav ” but bore she stopped. Her eyes goggled 

ivihlly. Siie started from me, a.s Macbeth turned 
from MacflnlT. She would not engage witlt me. It 
was niy old fi'iond of Harlow, in Essex. 1 dare 
say she ha.s informed many other people of her 
daughter’s illness, and hor anxiety to be put upon 
(he right way to Harlow. Hot long since a very 
gentlemau-liko man , Major Delaniero let us call 
him (I like tlie (itle of Major very mucli), requested 
to see mo, named a dead gentleman who ho said 
had been our mutual friend, and on the strength of 
this nmtiuil accuiaintanoe, Legged mo to cash his 
cheque for five pounds! 

It is these things, my dear sir, which serve to 
make a man cynical. I do conscienf ion-sly believe 
that bad I cashed the Major’s cheque there would 
have hccii a difficulty aliout payment on the part of 
the respected bankers on wlioin be drew. Ou your 
honour and conscience, <lo you (liinlc that old wifiow 
who was walldng from Tunbridge Wells to Jlfu-low 
bad a danghter ill, and was an bouest woman at 
all ‘f Tlie daughter couldn’t alway.s, yon sec, bo 


Loing ill, ailfl lier mother on her -vvay to her ilesir 
cldlcl through Hyde P.ark. In the same way some 
habitixal snecrers may he inclined to hint that the 
oahman’fi story was an invention — or at any rate, 
choose to ride off (so to sjjoak) on tlio doubt, hlo. 
My opinion, 1 own, Is nni'avuuraljle as reg.'iriJ.s tlio 
widow from Tniihridg'O Wells, and Major IJclaniere; 
but, believing' the eahnian was honest, 1 nin glad 
to . think he was not inpn'od hy the reader’s most 
hninbio servant. 

What a queer, exciting life tliLs roguc’.s inarch 
must ho: this attempt of the had liall-crowiis to got 
into circulation! Had my diating'uislied friend the 
Major knocked at many door.s that morning, before 
operating’ on niine? The .sjiorl imi.d bo somellujig 
akin to the [dcasure < f tiger or elcpliant Itunliiig. 
What ingenuity the sportsinaii must hav'o in tracing 
his prey — wliat d.'m’ng and caution in cioniiug upon 
him! What coolness in facing the angry animal 
(for, after all, a man on whom you draw a cluajuc 
rt loul ']«!)• ttivL will he angry). A^diat a delicious 
thrill of triumph, if you can bring him down! If 1. 
have money at the banker’s and draw for a portion 
oi' it over t!ic counter, that is mere pi-o.sc - -any doit 
can do tliafc. But, having no halaiico, .say L drive 
up in a cab, present a cheque at Coutts’.s, and, re- 
ceiving the amount, chive off? What a glorious 
lioundaVout I’ajias, JI, 16 
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morning’s sport that has . been! How superior in 
excitement to the eoinmon tran,sactions of ev'^eiy-clay 
life! ..... I must tell a story; it is against my self, 
I know, but it mil out, and perhaps my mind will 
be the easier. 

More than twenty ye.ai's ago, in an island re- 
markable for its verdure, I met four or live timch 
one of the most agreeable companions with rrliom I 
have passed a night. I heard, that evil times had 
come ripen this geutlenuin; and, overtaking him in 
a road near my own house one evening, 1 asked 
him to come homo to dinner. In two days, he was 
at my door again. At breakfast-time was tbis 
second appearance. He was in a cab (of course lie 
was in a cab, they always arc, these imfortimato, 
these courageous men). To deny myself was ah* 
svu’d. My friend could see mo over the parlour 
blinds, surrounded by my family, and cheerfully 
partaking of the morning meal. Might ho have a 
word with me? and can you imagine its purport? 
•By the most provoking delay, his uncle the admiral 
not being able to come to town till . Friday — would 
I cash him a cheque? I need not .say it would )io 
paid on Saturday without fail. I tell you that man 
went away with money in his pocket, and i regret 
to add that his gallant relative has not come to 
town yet! 
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Liiymg ilowu tlie pe.iii and sinking Ixick in my 
elifiir, lici'o, perhajis, I fall into a flvo inimitos’ 
reverie, and tliink of one, two, tlu-oe, lialf-a-dozen 
cases in wliicli I kave been content to acco^it tliat 
sliam promissory coin in retnru for sterling money iid- 
vanced. Not a reader, wliatcver bis age, Init could 
tell a like stoiy. I vow and believe tliere are men 
of fifty, wlio nail dine well to-day, who Lave not 
])aid tboir school debts yet, and who have not taken 
np their long-protested promises to pay. Torn, Dick, 
I-lari' 3 ", my boy.s, I owe yon no grudge, and rather 
relish that wince with which you will road these 
meek lines and say, “He means me." Poor Jack 
in Hades! Do you remember a certain pecuniary 
transaction, and a little sum of money yon borrowed 
“until tlie meeting of ParliamontF” Parliament 
met often in your lifetime: Parliaraout lias met 
since: but 1 tiiiuk I sbould scarce be more .surjirisod 
if your gbost glided into tbe room now, and laid 
down tlie amount of our little account, tbau 1 should 
have been if you bad paid inc in your lifijtimo with 
tlie actual acceptances of the Hank of Hngland. 
Xon asked, to borrow, hnt you never intended to 
pay. 1 would as soon have hclioved that a pj'o- 
missory note of Sir John Falstatf (nccojited by 
'itlcHfii-s. llardolpli and Nym, and payable in Aldgatc,) 
IG* 
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wonlil he as sure to find payment, as that note ot' 
the departed — nay, lamented — Jacii Tliriftlcss. 

He who borrmvs, meaning to pjiy, is (jiiil.o a 
diirevcnt person from the individual here described. 
Many — moat, I hope — took Jack’s promise for what 
it was wortli — and quite well knew that wlten lie 
said, “Lend me," he meant “Give me” twenty 
povmda. “Give vue change for this half-crown," 
said .rack; “i know it’s a pewter piece;’’ and yon 
gave him tlie change in honest silver, and pocketed 
the counterfeit gravely. 

What a queer cousciousnoss tliat must he which 
accompanies sucli a man in Itw .sleeping, in his 
waking, in his walk through life, by his fireside 
with his children round lihii! “For what we are 
going to receive,’’ &c. — ho says grace before Iji.s 
dinner. “My dears! Shall I help you to some 
mutton V I robbed the butcher of the meat. 1 
don’t intend to pay him. Johnson my boy, a glass 
of champagne? Very good, isn’t it? Not too sweet. 
Forty-six. I get it from So-and-so, whom 1 intend 
to cheat.” As eagles go forth and bring home to 
their eaglets the lamb or the pavid kid, i. say tliero 
are men who live and victual their nests by plunder. 
We all know highway robbers in white neckcloths, 
domestic bandits, maranders, passers of l)ad coin. 
What was yonder cheque which Major Delamero 
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proposed I sliould casli but a piece of bad money? 
Wijaf; was .lack ^,’liriftless’s promise to pay? Having- 
got liis booty, I fancy .Jack or the Maior rctuniiiig 
liomo, and -wife and children gathering roimd about 
hi7ii. .lh)or wiJc .-md children! They i-espect papa 
vei-y likely. 'I'iiey don’t know ho is false coin. 
.Wiiybc till! wife has a di-eadful inkling of the truth, 
and, sickening, tries to hide it from the daughtei'S - 
and .sons. .Maybe she is an accomplice: hcrtsolf .% 
bvimou forgery. If Turpin and .lack Slieppard 
wore man-led, very likely Mesdiimes Sheppard and 
Tiu'pin did not know, at first, what theia- Imsbaiida’ 
real profession -was, and fancied, Vhen the men left 
home in the morning-, they only went .array to fol- 
low some rog'iilar and homnirahle business. Then a 
suspicion of the truth may have come: then a dread- 
ful revelation’, and presently we have the guilty 
juiir robbing l.{pgcther, or passing forged iiioney eaeli 
on his own iiccoiint. Yon know IJoctor Dodd? I 
wonder whether his wife knows that be i.s a forger, 
and ,sc(7nndrcl? Ha.s she had nny of the plmidcr, 
think yon, and were the darling- children’s new 
drc.sse.s bought with it? The Doctor’s sonnon last, 
Hnnday uais certainly chamihig', and rvo .all cried. 
All, my poor Dodd! YYhilst he is preiuiliing most, 
iieiiulifully, pockot-liandkercliief in hand, ho is ])ccr- 
ing over the jmlpit cushiojas, looking out piteously 
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for Messrs. Peachum aiid Lockit from flic jwlice- 
office. By Doctor Dodd you understand 1 would 
typify the rogue of respectahlc exterior, not com- 
raitted to gaol yet, but not undiscovered. We all 
know one or two such. TJris very sermon perhaps 
will bo read by some, or more likely — for, depend 
upon it, your solemn hypocritie .scoundrels don’t 
care inncli for ligdit literature — more likely, I say, 
this discourse will bo read by some of their wives, 
wiio think, “Ah mercy! does that, horrible cynical 
wretch know how my poor husband blacked my 
eye, or abstracted mamma’s silver teajiof, or forced 
mo to write Bo*aud-so’s name on that jdeoe of 
stamped paper, or what not?” My good creature, 
I am not angry with you. If your husband has 
broken your nose, you will vow that ho had authority 
over your person, and a right to demolish any part 
of it: if ho has conveyed away yorrr mamma’s teapot, 
you Avill say that she gave it to him at your mar- 
riag’e, and it was very ugly, and what not? if he 
takes your aunt’s watch, and, you love him, you will 
carry it ere long to the pawnlnnkcr’s, and perjure 
yourself— oh, how you will perjure yourself — in the 
witness-box! I know this is a degrading view of 
woman’s noble nature, her exalted inisaiou, and so 
forth, and so forth. I know you will say this is 
bad morality. Is it? Do you, or do you not, ex- 


pect yoiiv -vi'omankind to stick by you for better or 
for worse? Say I have committed a forgery, and 
the officers come in Bearelt of me, is my wife, litrs. 
Dodd, to sliOAv them into the dining-room and say, 
“Pray step in, gentlemen! My Imsband has Just 
conic home from clmi-cli. That bill with my Lord 
Oiiesferfiold’s acceptance, I am bound to ou n, was 
never ivrittcn by his lordship, and the signalnrc is 
ill the doctor’s bandw'riting'?” 1 say, would, any 
man of sense or honour, or fine feeling, praise his 
wife for telling’ the truth under such circuiustanceH? 
Suppose she made a fine grimace, and said, “Most 
painful as my position is, most deeply as I feel for 
my William, yet truth must prevail, and E deeply 
lament to state that the beloved partner of iny life 
Mil commit the flagitious act with which he is 
charged, and is at this present moment located iu 
the two-pair back, up the chiumey, whitlier it is tny 
duty to lead yon.” Wliy, oven Dodd, himself, who 
was one of the greatest humbugs who ever lived, 
u'ould not have had the face to say that ho .ap- 
piroved of his wile telling the timtli in such a case. 
Would you have had Flora Macdonald beclcou the 
officers, saying, “This way, gentlemen! You will 
find (ho young chevalier .aslee]) in tliat eavei'ii." 
Or don't yon prefer her to be splemlide mendux^ and. 
ready at all risks to save him? If ever I load a 
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rolreHioii, and my women betray me, may I be 
lianged but I will not forgive tbcm: and if e^'e^> I 
Bteal a teapot, and my -women don’t stand up for 
mo, pass the article under their sha-ivls, whisk tbnvn 
the street with it, outbliister the pnliceinan, and 
ntter any amount of fibs before Mr. licak, tliose 
beings are not what 1 take them to lie, aiifl---foi' 
a fortune — I won’t give them so nmeh as a Ijad 
half-crown. 

Is conscious guilt a soiu’ce of uninixcd ^Juiu to 
tlic bosom which harbours it? Has not your crimi- 
nal, on the contrary, an oxciteinonl, an enjoyment 
within quite unknown to you ajul mo who never 
did anything wrong in our lives? 'J’ho liousobreakcr 
mu.st snatch a fearful joy as ho. walks unchfillcngcd 
by tbe policeman with bis sack full of spoons and 
tankards. T)o not cracksmen, when a.sscmblecl to- 
golber, entertain themselves with stories of glorious 
old burglaries which they or bygone heroes have 
committed? But that my age is mature and iny 
habits formed, I should really just like to try a 
little, criminality. Fancy pa.ssiiig a forg'ed bill to 
your banker; calling on <a friend .and .swoepisig bis 
sideboard of plate, Ids ball of umbrellas and coats; 
and then going home to dress for dinner, say— and 
to meet a bishop, a judge, and a police magistrate 
or so, and talk more morally than any man at 
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table! How I should clinchlc (as 1117 host’s spoons 
clinked softly in mj poekot) wliilst I was uttering 
some noble speech about virtue, duty, charity t 1 
woiuler do we meet garotters in society? In an 
average tea-party, now, how many returned convicts 
are there? Does John I'ootraan, wlieii he asks 
permission to go and spend tke evening with some 
friends, pass his time iii thuggee; waylay and 
strangle an old gentleman, or two; lot himself into 
your house, with' the honse-key of course, and ap- 
pear as usual with the shaving-water when yon ring' 
your belt in tbc morning? Tbo very imssibility of 
such a suspicion invests John with a new and.^ ro- 
mantic intei'cst in my mind. Behind the grave 
politeness of his countenance I try <and read the 
lurking treason, .Viill of this pleasing subject, I 
have been talking tbief-storics with a neighbour. 
The neighbour tells mo how some frieinls of hers 
used to keep a jewel-hox under a bed in tlioir room; 
and, going into the room, they thought they heard 
a noise under tlie bed. They had the courage to 
look. The cook was under the bed — under the bed 
with the JeAVcl-box. Of course she said she bad 
come for purposes connected with lior hufliness; hut 
tliis was .'ilwiird. A cook under a hod is not tliero 
fur professional purposes. A relation of mine had 
a box eontaiuiug diamonds under her bed , avlucli 
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diamonds slie told me were to lie mine. Mmo! 
One day, at dinner-time,, between the enlrcOH aiui 
tbe I’oast, a cab drove away from, my relative', a 
bonse containing tbe box wherein lay the diamonds. 
Jolin laid the dessert, brought the c-offee, waited all 
the evening— and oh, how frightened he was whc'n 
he ca.mc to learn that his mistress’s box liad been 
conveyed out of her own room, and it contained 
diamonds — “Law bles.s ns, did it now?” 1, Avonder 
whether John’s snbseipent career has been prosper- 
ous? Perhaps the gentlemen from Boaa' Street Avero 
ail in the m-ong Avlicn they agreed in suspecting 
John as the author of the robbery. His noble nature 
was hurt at the .suspicion. You conceive ho Avonld, 
not like to remain in a family Avhere they were 
mean enough to suspect him of stealing a jcAvcl-hox 
out of a bed-room — and the injured man and my 
relatives soon parted. But, inclining (Avith my 
usual cynicism) to think that he did steal the 
valuables, think of Ids life for the month or two,- 
whilst he still remains in the service! Ho shows 
the officers over the house, agree, s Avith them that 
the couip must have been made by persons familiar 
Avith it; gives them every assistance; pities his 
master and mistress Avitli a manly compassion; points 
out Avhat a cruel misfortune it is to himself as an 
honest man, with his living to get and his family 
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to provide for, tlmt tliis siisjiicioa slioidil fall on 
Irini. I'lnally, lie takes IcaA'c of Iris place, with a 
deep tliouf;'b iiahiral mclaucljoly that ever lie had 
accepted it. What’s a thousand pounds to gentle- 
folks! A loss cci-taiuly, but they will live as well 
without the iliainmids as with them. But to John 
his Hhhoiiour was worth more than diamonds, his 
Hhouour was, Wliohever is to give him hack his 
character? Who is to prevent haiiy one from say- 
ing, “Ho yes. Tliis is the footman which was in 
the fiunily where the diamonds wars stole?” &c.. 

I wonder has John prospered in life suhscquently ? 
If he is innocent, he does not interest me in the 
least. The interest of the case lies in John’s he- 
haviour supposing him to he guilty. Imagine the 
smiling face, the daily .service, the orderly per- 
formance of duty, whilst within John is suffering 
pangs lest discovery should overtake him. Every 
bell of the door wMch he is obliged to open may 
bring a police-officor. 'The accomplices may pieach. 
What an exciting life John’s must have been for a 
•while. And now, years and years after, wlieu pur- 
suit has long ceased,- and detection is iinpossibio, 
does ho, ever revert to the little transaction? Is it 
possible tlioso diamonds cost a thomsaud poimdH? 
What a rogue the fence must have hoen who only 
gave him so and so! And I pleasingly picturtj to 
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myself an old ex-footman aiid an ancient receiver 
of stolon goods meeting and talking over lliis loaUer, 
whicli dates from times so early tliiil licr present 
Majesty’s fair image conld only just liave begun to 
be coined or forged. 

I cboose to take Jolin at tlie time ndien his 
liftle peccadillo is suspected, perhaps, but when 
there is no specific charge of robbery against him. 
He is not yet convicted: he is not even on his trial; 
how then can we venture to say ho is guilty ‘f Now 
think what scores of men and women walk the 
world in a like predicament; and what false coin 
passes current! Piuchheck strives to pass off his 
history as sound coin. He knows it is only base 
metal, vnished over with a thin varnish of learning, 
Poluphloisbos puts Lis sermons in circulation : sound- 
ing bra.ss, laceprered ovei- with white metal, and 
marked ivilh the stamp and imago of piety. What 
say you to Urawcausir’s rejmtation a.s a military 
commander? to Tibbs’s pretensions to ho a fine 
gentleman? to Sapphire’s claim, s as a jroetess, or 
Eodoessa’s as a beauty? His brav(5ry, las piety, 
high birth, goiiius, beauty — each of thc.se deceivers 
would palm his falsehood on us, and have us accejit 
liis forgeries as sterling coin. And we talk liorc, 
please to observe, of weaknesses rather tinui crime, s. 
Some of ns have more serious things to hide than 
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ii clieok liehind a raddle of roiig-e, or a 

wliito, poll under a -wig of jetty curls. You kno’\v, 
neigdibour, there are not only false teeth in this 
world, but falKc tongues: and some make up a bust 
and an u,ppei\ru.uce of strength witli padding, cotton, 
and ndiat notV while another hind of artist trios to 
take you iu by wearing under his waistcoat, and 
lierpetuiilly tluiinping, an immejoso ,sham liomi. 
b)(>iU' sir, may yours and mine ho found, iit the right 
time, of the proper size and in the right, place. 

. And what lias tliis to do with half-crown.s, good 
or bad? All, Inoiid! may our coin, battered, and 
clipped, and defaced though it be, be jiroved to be 
Btorliug Silver on the day of the Great Assay ! 
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“STRANGE TO SAY, ON CLUB PAPER.” 


Before the Duke of York’s column, and hetween 
the “Athenmuin” and “United Service" Cliihs, I 
have seen more than once, oi\ the esplanade, a 
preacher holding forth to a dittle congregation of 
ladauda and street-boys, whom ho entertains with a 
discourse on the crimes of a rapaciou.s ari.stocracy, 
or warns of the imminent peril of their own souls. 
Sometimes this orator is made to “move on” by 
brutal policemen. Sometimes, on a Sunday, he 
points to a white head or two visible in the window, s 
of the Club,s to the right and left of him, and volun- 
teers a statement that those quiet a,nd elderly Saii- 
b.ath-breakers will very soon bo called from this 
world -to another , where their lot will by no mean.s 


“SXEAHGB TO SAY, OH CliUB PAPE-R.'- iJDi) 

be SO ooliifortable as that whicli the repro bales enjoy 
heve, in their arm-chairs hy their snug iircs. 

At the end of last month, had I been a Pall- 
Mall preacher, I would have liked to soiul a wliijj 
round to all the Clubs in Bt. James’s, and convoke 
tlie few members remaining in London to hear a 
discourse mh Dio on a text from the Ohm nr news- 
paper. I would have taken post under the statue, of 
I'ame, say, where she stands distrihudng wreaths to 
the throe Crimean Guardsmen. (The crossing- 
sweeper does not obstruct the path, and I suppose is 
away at Ids villa on Sundays.) And, when the 
congregation was pretty quiet, I would have 
begun: — 

In the Observer of the 27tli September, 186SS, in 
tlie liftb page and the fourth eoluiuu, it is thus 
written: — 

“The codicil appended to the will of the Lute 
Lord Clyde, executed at Chatham, and bearing the 
signature of Clyde, P. M., is written, strange to 
say, on a sheet of paper hearinu tJte 'Aiiienmm 
Club' nuM'k" 

Wbat the codicil is, my dour brotbren, it i,9 not 
our business to inquire. It conveys a benefaction to 
ti i'aithliil and attached friend of tlie good Piold.- 
Marshal. The gift may be a lakh of rupees , or it 



may bo a liouso and its contents — fnniitnre, plate, 
and wine-cellai'. My friends, T know tko wiiie- 
mcrcliant, and, for tbe sake of the legatee, hope 
lieartily that tlie stock is large. 

Am 1 wrong, dear bj'etlivcn, in sn])]:)i).siiig that; 
you expect a prcaclicr to say a seasonable U’ord on 
deatii lievc'!’ If you don’t, I tear you are but little 
familiar with the habits of jjrcacliers, and are bill 
lax hearers of sennoiis. Wo might contrast tlio vauk 
iv'here the warrior’s remain.s lie shrouded and col'- 
fiuod, with that in which his worldly provision of 
wine is stowed away. Spain and Portugal and 
Prance — all the lands which supplied his store — as 
hardy and ohedient suhaltoni, as resolute cajilain, 
as colonel daring but [irudeut — he has visited the 
fields of all. In India and Cliina lie marches al- 
ways nnconqncrcd ; or at tlio head of his dauntless 
Highland brigade he treads the Crimean snow, or 
he rides from conipiest to compest in India once 
more; succouring his countrymen in the hour of 
tlicir utmost need; smiting doAvii the scared mutiny, 
and trampling out tlie emhers of rebellion; at the 
bead of an heroic army, a con.siuimmlo cliiel'. And 
now bis glorious old sworf is sheathed, and his 
honours are won; and he has bought him a house, 
and stored it with modest cheer for his friends (tlio 
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glass or two Hufficed him)— behold the end comes, 
and his Icsgateo inherits, these modest possessions by 
virtue of a codicil to his lordship’s will, written, 
“Grange io sag, upon a sheet of gM for, hmrmg tho 
^Athmemm Club' mark” 

It is to this part of the text, my brethren, that 
I propose to address myself particularly, and if the 
remarks I moike are offensive to any of you, you 
know the doors of our meeting-house are open, and 
you can walk out when you will. Around us are 
inaguiflccut halls and palaces frequented by such a 
multitude of men as not even the Homan Forum as- 
sembled together. Yonder are the Mai-tiura and the 
Palladium. Next to the Ptilladitim is the elegant 
Viatorium, winch Barry gracefully stole from R.ome. 
By its side is the massive Reforraatorium : and the — 
the TJltratorium rears its granite columns beyond. 
Extending- do-ivn the street jjalace after palace rises 
magnificent, and under their lofty roofs warriors 
and law-yors', merchants and nobles, scholars and 
seamen, the wealthy, the poor, the busy, the idle as- 
semble. Into the halls built down this little street 
and its neighbourhood tlie prihcip>al men of all Lon- 
don come to hear or impart the news; and the 
affairs of the state or of private individuals , the 
quarrels of empires or of authors, the movements of 
the court, or the splendid vagaries of fashion , the 

, Rauniaitmt Papers, ll, 17 
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iutngues of statesmen or of persons of another sex 
yet more wily, the last news of battles in the great 
occidental continents, nay, the latest betting for the 
horse-races, or the adv'ent of a dancer at the theatre — 
all that men do is discussed in these Pall Slall 
agoraj, where wc of London daily assemble. 

Now among so many talkers, consider how many 
false reports must ily about: in snob inultitiidos 
imagine bow many disappointed men there must be; 
how many chatterboxes; how many feeble and 
credulous (whereof I mark some specimens in my 
congregation); how many mean, rancorous, prone to 
believe ill of their betters, eager to find fault; and 
then, my brethren, fancy how the words of my text 
must have been read and received in Pall Mall! (I 
perceive several of the congregation looking most 
uucomfortahlo. One old boy with a dyed moustaclio 
turns purple in the face, and struts back to the 
MiU’tinm: another, with a shrug of the shoulder and, 
a murmur of “liubhish,” slinks away in the direc- 
tion of the Togatorium, and the preacher continues.) 
The will of Field-Marshal Lord Clyde— signed at 
b'/iai/Km, mind, where his lordsliij) died — is written, 
strani/e to ftay, on a sheet of paper bearing the 
“Athenajum. Club ’V mark I 

The inference w obvious. A man cannot gel 
Atbonasum pa2Jer except at tlio “Atbomeum.” Such 


p:i])Oi' is not sold at Cliatliani, wliere tlm last codicil 
to liis lordsbiji’s will is dated. And so tlie painful 
belief is forced upon us, that a Peer, a Fiel(l-Mar.shal, 
-wealthy, respected, illustrious, could pocket paper at 
his dull, and carry it away with him to the country. 
One fancies the haU-porter conscious of the old lord’s 
iuiiinity, and holding- down his head iis the Marsh.al 
pusses the door. What is that roll which his lord- 
ship carries? Is it his Marshal’s baton gloriously 
won? Noj it is a roll of foolscap conveyed from 
the Club. What has he on his breast, under Ids 
groat-coat? Is it liis Star- of India? No; it is a 
bundle of envelopes, bearing the head of Minerva, 
some sealing-wax, and a half-score of pens. 

Let us imagine how in the hall of one or other 
of these dubs tins strange anecdote will be dis- 
eussed. 

“Notorious screw,” says Sneer. “The poor old 
fellow’s avarice has long been known.” 

“Suppo.so he wishes to imitate the Duke of 
Marlborough,” says Simper. 

“Ilfiliit of looting contracted in India, you know; 
ain’t so easy to get over, you know,” .says Snigger. 

“ When officers dined with him in India,” re- 
marks Sohiirm, “it was notorious that the spoons 
wore all of a dill'orcut, pattern.” 
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“Perhaps it isn’t true. Suppose he wrote his 
paper at the Glnb?” interposes Jones. 

“It i.s dated at Chatham, my good man,” says 
Brown. “A man if he is in London says ho i.s in 
Ijondon. A man if he is in Itochester says he is In 
Rochester. This man happen.s to foi-get tiiat lio is 
using' the Clnh paj)cr; and he happens to he found 
out; many men clon’i happen to he found out. I’ve 
seen literary fellows at Clubs writing- then- rubbishing 
articles; I have no doubt they take away reams of 
paper. They crib thoughts: why shouldn’t they crib 
stationery? One of your literary vagabonds who is 
capable of stabbing a reputation, who is capable of 
telling any monsteotis falsehood to support bis party, 
"is surely capable of stealiirg a ream of paper." 

“Well, well, we have all our weaknesses,” sighs 
Robinson. “Seen that article, Thompson, in the 
Oherver about Lord Clyde and the Club paper? 
You’ll find it upstairs. In the tliird column of the 
fifth page towards the bottom of the page. I sup- 
pose be was so poor he couldn’t aflbrd to buy a 
quire of paper. Hadn’t fourpence in the world. 
Oh, no!" 

“And they want to got irp a testimonial to thi.s 
man's memory — a statue or something!" cries Ja,w- 
kius. “A man who wallows in wealth and takes 
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paper away from Ms Chib! I don’t say he is not 
brave. Brutal courage most men liave. 1 don’t 
say lie was not a good officer: a man witi) sucli ex- 
perience mud have been a good officer, unless he 
was boi'n fool. But to think of this man loaded 
willi honoiir.s — though of a low origin — bo lost to 
self-rc.speet as actually to takeaway the ‘ Atlicnmuni ’ 
paper! These jiaweiras, sir, betray (heir origin — 
betray their origin. I said to my wife (his very 
morning, ‘Mrs. J'awldns,’ I said, ‘there is talk of a 
testimonial to this man. I will not give one shilling. 
I have no idea of raising statues to fellows who take 
away Club paper. No, by George, J have not. 
Why, they will be raising statues to men who take 
Club spoons next! Not one penny of my money 
shall they have!”* 

And now, if you please, we will tell the real 
story which has furnished this scandal to a news- 
paper, this tattle to Club gos,sips and loungers. The 
Field-Marshal, wislnng to make a further provision 
for a friend , informed his lawyer what lie desired to 
do. The lawyer, a member of tbo “Athonfeum 
Club,” tliorc wrote the draft of such a codicil as he 
would advise, and. sent the paper by the post to Lord 
Clyde jit Obatliam. Lord Clyde, finding (he paper 
perfectly satisfactory, signed it and sent it back: and 
hence we have the story of “the codicil bearing the 
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signature of Clyde, F. M., and written, strange to 
say, upon ^’‘'''Ptsr licaring tlie ‘Atlienanrai Club’ 
■mark.” 

Here I have been im.aginiiig a dialogue between 
a half-dozen gossips such as congregate round a Club 
fireplace of au afternoon. I wonder how iniiiiy 
people hesides — whether any cliance reader of (his 
very page has read and believed Ibis slory about 
the good old lord? Have the country jiapers copied 
the anecdote, and oui’ “own correspondents” made 
their remarks on it? If, my good sir, or madam, 
you have read it and credited it, don’t you own to 
a little feeling of shame and sorrow, now that the 
trum])ory little mystery is cleared? To “tlie new 
inhahitant of light,” passed away and out of reach 
of our censure, rnisrepresentatiou, .scandal, dnlnes.s, 
malice, a silly falsehood matters nothing. Censure 
and praise are alike to liini — 

“ The music warbling to the deafened car. 

The huicase vvasted on the funeral bier,” ;■ 

the ])ompous eulogy pronounced over the gravestone, 
or the lie that slander spits on it. Faithfully tliough 
this lirave old chief did his duty, lione.st and upright 
though his life was, glorious liis renown — ■yon see 
ho could write at Chath.am on London viivuer; von 
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sec men can lie found to point ont liow “fi(ranj;e” 
his hehavionr was. 

And about ourselves? My g'ood people, do you 
by ebance know any man or woman win > lias ibnnod 
unjnst conelnsious regarding bis neigblioin-? Jiave 
you ever found yourself willing, nay, eager to htdieve 
evil of some man whom you bate? Whom you 
bate liceanse bo is successful, and you arc not: bn- 
causo lie is rich, and you are poor: because lie dines 
with groat men who don’t invite you: lipcaiise lie 
wears a silk gown, and yours is still .stuff: because 
be lias been called in to perforin Ibo operation 
tlioug'b you lived close by: because bis pictures have 
boon hrnigbt, and yours returned home unsold: bo- 
c‘au.so be fills bis clmrcb, and yon are. preacliing to 
C!m]ity pews? if your rival prosjicrs, liavc you ever 
felt, a tAviiige of auger? If bis -wife’s carriage passes 
y-oii and Mm. Toii)liiii,s, wlio are in a cub, don’t you 
feel that those people, arc giving tboiii.solves absiiril 
airs of liiniorlance? If be lives with great peojdo, 
arc you not sure be is a sneak? And if you over 
fell, envy towards aiiotlior, and. if your lieart has 
over been blaek torvards your brolber, if you have 
been iieevisli at his suc.eess, jileased to bear liis merit 
depvoeiatcd, and eager to believe all that is said in 
bis disfavour -my good air, us yon yourself contritely 
owii that you. are niijust, jealous, iineliaritaLiIo, so 
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you may be sure, some men are iinoliaritable, jealous, 
and unjust regarding you. 

The proofs and manuscript of this little sermon 
have just come from Hire printer's, and as I look at 
the writing, I perceive, not without a smile, that one 
or two of the pages bear, “strange to say,” the 
mark of a Olnh of which I have the honour to he a 
inemher. Those lines quoted in a foregoing page 
are from some noble verses written by one of Mr. 
Addison’s men, Mr. Tiekell, on the death of Cadogan, 
who was amongst the most prominent “of Marl- 
borough’s captains and Eugenio’s friends.” If you 
are acquainted with the history of tlioso times, you 
have read how Cadogan had his feuds and hatreds 
too, as Tiekell’s patron had his, as Cadogan’s great 
chief had his. “The Duke of Marlborough’s char- 
acter has been so variously drawn” (writes a famous 
contemporary of the duke’s), “that it is hard to pro- 
nounce on either side without the suspicion of flatteiy 
or detraction. I shall say nothing of his military 
accomplishments, which the opposite reports of his 
friends and enemies among the soldieivs liave ren- 
dered problematical. Those maligners who deny 
him personal valoim, seem not to consider that this 
accusation is charged at a venture, since the jicrson 
of a general is too seldom exposed, and that fear 
which is said sometimes to have di.sconcerted him 
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Lcfore action miglit probably be more for bis army 
tbaii himsiclf.” If Swift could hint a doubt of Marl- 
borough’s courage, what wonder that a nanielesB 
scribe of oi:u' day should question the lionour of 
■ Clyde? 
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Not many days since I went to visit a liouso 
where in former years I had received many a friendly 
welcome. We went into the owner’s — an artist’s-— 
studio. Prints, pictures and sketches hung on. tlio 
walls as I had last, seen and reinemhered them. The 
implements of the painter’s art were there. Tlie light 
which had shone upon so many, many liours of 
patient and cheerful toil, poured through the northern; 
window upon print and bust, lay figure .and .sketch, 
and upon the easel before which the good, the gentle, 
the beloved Leslie Laboured. In this room the iiii.sy 
In’iiin had devised, and t)}0 skilful h.and' exeented, I 
know not how many of tho noble ACorks which have 
delighted the world rvith their boauiy .‘ind charming 
humonr, Here the poet c;dled np into pictorial 



piTsci'jco, .'inA informed nAtL life, grace, beaiily, in- 
liniic friotully mirth and -woiulrous naturalness of 
expression, the people of wlioin liis dear books told 
him the stories, — his Shakspeare, his Cervantes, liis 
Mollero, Ids Le Sage. There was his last work on 
the easel — a beautiful fresh smiling shape of Titaida, 
such as Ids sweet guileless fancy imagined tlie 
Mithuwnwr Nighih queen to be. Gracious, and pure, 
and brig'bt, tlic sweet smiling image glimmers on 
the canvas. Fairy elves, no doubt, were to have 
been grouped around tlioir mistress in laughing 
clusters. Honest Bottom’s grotesrpie bead and form 
are indicated as reposing hy the side of the eon- 
suinmate beauty. The darkling forc.st would have 
grown around them, with the stars glittering from 
the midsummer sky: the flowers at tlio Queen’s foot, 
and the boughs and foliage about liei’, would have 
boon ]ieo])led witli gambolling sprites and fays. They 
■were dwelling in tlie artist's mind no doubt, and 
would liavo been developed liy that patient, faithful, 
admirable geiiiii.s: but the busy lirabi slopped work- 
ing, (be skilful band fell lifeless, the loving, ImiiesL 
boiirt ceased to boat. What was she to have Lioeii 
— that fair Titauia — when [jorfocted hy the jsitient 
skill of the poet, who in imagination sa-iv the sweet 
iiuioecnt ligiirc, arid with tender courtesy am 1 carcssos, 
as it were, jiosod and shaped and traced l.lie fair 
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form? Is there record kept any^vhere of fancies con- 
ceived, Leantiful, unborn? Some day %vill they 
assume form in some yet undeveloped light? If our 
bad unspoken, thoughts are registered against us, and 
are ■written in the a'svfnl account, ■will not the good 
thoughts unspoken, the love and tenderness, the 
pity, beauty, charity, which pass through the breast, 
and cause the heart to throb with silent good, find a 
remembrance too? A few weeks more, and this 
lovely offspring of the poet’s conception would have 
been complete — to charm the world with its beautiful 
mirth. May there not be some sphere unknown to 
us where it may have an existence? They say our 
words, once out of our lips, go travelling in omne 
eevu/n, reverberating for ever and ever. If our ■words, 
why not otu‘ thoughts? If the Has Been, "why not 
the Might Have Been? 

Some day our spmls may he permitted to walk 
in galleries of fancies more wondrous and beautiful 
than any acbieved works wliicli at present we see, 
and our minds to beliold and delight in masteipieces 
which poets’ and artists’ minds have fathered and 
conceived only. , 

With a feeling much akin to that with Avhieh 1 
looked upon the Mend’s — the. admirable artist’s — 
imfinished work, I can fancy many readers turning 
to the last pages which were traced ])y Charlotte 



Bronte’s liand. Of die. multitude Uiaf, liavo read Lei* 
Ijooks, who has not known and deplorecV the tragedy 
of her family, her own most sad and untimely fate? 
Which of her readers has not heconie her friend? 
Who that has luiowu her books has not admired the 
artist’s noble English, the burning love of truth, the 
bravery, the simplicity, the indignation at wrong, 
tlic eager sympathy, the pions love and revovence, 
the passionate honour, so to speak, of the woman? 
Wliat a story is that of that family of poets in theii' 
solitude yonder on the gloomy northern moors! At 
nine o’olook at night, Mrs. Gaskell tells, after 
evening prayers, when their guardian and relative 
had gone to bed, tlie three poetesses^ — the three 
maidens, Charlotte, and Emily, and Anne— GJharlotte 
being the “motherly friend and guardian to the other 
two"— “began, like restless wild animals, to piace up 
and down their parloitr, ‘making out’ their wonder- 
ful stories, talking over plans and projects, and 
thoughts of what was to be their future life.” 

One evening, at the close of 1S54, as Charlotte 
Eicholls sat wilh her husband by the fire, listoning 
to the liowling of the \vhid about the house, .she 
suddenly said to her husband, “If you had not been 
with me, I must have been writing now.” She then 
ran upstairs, and brought doiyn, and read aloud, the 
boginniiig of a new tale. When she had finished, 
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her Imsband remarked, “The critics will accuse you 
of repetition.” She replied, “Oh! .1' sliall alter tliat. 

I always begin tw-o or three times before 1. can 
please myself.” But it was not to be. The trembling 
little hand was to write no more. The heart newly 
awakened to love and happiness, and throbbing with 
maternal hope, was soon to cease to beat; that in- 
trepid outspeaker and champion of trutli, that eager, 
impotuons redresser of wrong, was to be called out 
of the world’s fight and struggle, to lay down the 
shining arms, and to be removed to a sphere wlim-e 
even a noble indignation oar uUerius mq;idt lacerarc^ 
and where truth complete, and right triumphant, no 
longer need to wage wai‘. 

I can only say of this lady, vidi taniiim. I suav 
her first just as I rose out of an illness from whicli 
I had never thought to recover. I remember the - 
trembling little frame, the little baud, the great . 
honest eyes. An impetuous honesty seemed to me 
to characterize the woman. Twice I recollect she 
took me to task for rvhat sho held to ho erriu’s in 
doctrine. Once about I’ielding wc had a disputation. 
Bhc spoke her mind out. Sho jumped too rapidly to 
conclusions. (I have smiled at one or two passages 
in the “Biography,” in which my own dispo.sitiou or 
Ijehavioiir forms the sulrject of talk.) She formed 
conclusions that might- bo-' wrong, and built uji whole 
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tlieorics of cliaracter tippn them. New to tlio London 
world, she entered it nlth au independent, indomit- 
able spirit of her own ; and judged of eoiitemporarie.s, 
and especially spied out arrogance or affeetatinn, 
with extraordinary keenness of vision. She was 
angry with her favonrites if tlioir conduct or con- 
versation fell, hclow her ideal. Often .she seemed to 
me to he judging the London folk prematurely; but 
perhaps the city is rather angry at being judged, I 
faueiod an austere little Joan of Arc marching in 
upon us, and rebuking our easy lives, our easy 
morals, She gave me the impression of being a very ‘ 
pine, and lofty, and higli-minded person. A great 
and holy reverence of rigid and truth seemed, to bo 
with her always. Such, in our brief interview, slio 
appeared to me. A,s one thinks of that life so noble, 
so lonely — of that passion for truth— of those nights 
and . nights of eager study, swarming fancies, in- 
vention, dei»ression, elation, prayer; aa one reads 
the necessarily incomplete, though most touching 
and admirable history of the heart tliat throhhetl in 
this one little frame — of this one amongst the myriads 
of souks tliat liavo lived and died on this groat earth 
— tlii,s great earth?-— this little speck in the inliuito 
imivcrse of God,— with what wonder do we tliirdc 
of to-day, with what awo await to-morrow, when 
that which is now hut. darkly seen shall be clea.rl 
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As I read tMs little fragmcntaiy sketcli, I tliink o‘' 
tke rest. Is it? And where is it? Will not the 
loaf bo turned some day, and the story bo told? 
Shall the deviser of the talc somewhcro iierfoet tJio 
history of little Emma’s griefs and troubles? Shall 
Titania came forth complete with her sportive court, 
with the flowers at her feet, the forest aj’onnd her, 
and all the stars of summer glittering overhead? 

How well I remember the delight, and wonder, 
and pleasure with -which I read “Jane Eyre,” sent 
to me by an author' whose name and sex were then 
alike unknown to me; the strange fascination!: of the 
hook; and how with my own work pressing upon 
me, i could not, having taken the volumes up, lay 
them down until they -were read through! Hundi'ods 
of those -who , like myself, recognized and admired 
that master-work of a great genius, will look mth 
a mouimful interest and regard and curiosity upon 
the last fragmentary sketch from the noble hand 
which wrote “Jane Eyre.” 



